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ADVERTISEMENT, 


BV 

TnE TRANSLATOR, 

giionr absfraclx of the Jolloxchig^ Life have al- 
reach/ been piihlished in various xvat/s, and 
under various forms, but leith considerable mis- 
takes and misrepresojii/itions. One of these ab- 
stracts is accompanied bp a note, stating, that 
main/ things in the original are omitted in the 
translation, because tiny icould have been nnin- 
ferc.yting to the English reader. Many things 
indeed are omitted, since the Life is compressed 
into .scarech/ more than a tythe of its original 
length. 

If any apology for difering from this opinion 
be thought necessary, the preamf Translator 
qfers hers in Kofvebue's oicn ,cords * : “ Should 
I be reproached icith having intruded a col- 
“• lection of tri/ling insignificant circumstances 
upon the a arid, I a ill not pretend to refute the 
charge ; 1 shall onh) observe, that according to 

* See page 109 of the Life. 
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my iieaSi io - th^Q tvho make the human hea^i 
sludgy nolhingSimJ)e uninteresting ivhich 
tmmrds tracing the progress of its 


To the speculative part of mankind, the Trans- 
iator trusts that this will be a sufficient apology 
for the publication of the present voliwie, sitice 
its sole object is to develope more fully to the En- 
glish reader, the heart and mind of an Author 
whose works have ^tained so high a degy'ce of 
j'cputation in this courdiy. Tq, these loho may 
take up the volume, with the expectation of fnding 
a succession of extraordinaiy adventures, she has 
no apology to offer, sensible that they must expe- 
rience disappointment. It pretends to nothing 
more, than to exhibiting an interesting picture of 
an ardent and amiable character. 


LOVDOK, 
MARCH 1, ISOO. 
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rage tine » 

ii> —— 4, before could^ insert I. 

6 i — 25, for with underf read here and the* e. 
95 2j, before remained^ insert might have, 

loi — — z6) for had ever written, read evtr wrote. 
2x4 — — 19, after All such, add a comma. 

270 •— 9, for thrills, read trills. 

30$ 2$y for reurreaee, ro.id remirence. 

321 17, for and, read who. 
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A s an author I have received my abundant 
fliare both of applaufe and abufe, and fince 
both have been frequently alike undeferved on 
my part, it may perhaps not be wholly ufelefs 
to thofc young men who are ambitious of tread- 
ing the fame flippery path, to receive inftrudion 
from a veteran, From one who does not indefid 
(land at the goal of' his wiihes — for who ever 
reached that ? — but who has long been purfuing 
the path which he hoped would lead to it, and 
who will ngw relate without difguife, or orna- 
ment, where he has tottered, or where fallen, 
where he has been intoxicated Wtjth incenfe and 
flattery, where been deceived, or treated with 
B ridicule, 
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ridkule, where really was fd/oured by the 
ihufb', or where he miftook a BacchJintc for one 
of the nine. 



inexperienced, then, ye, who 
have as yef*only dipped the ends of your ftaves 
•in the honey of/ Parnaflus, and think it muft be 
falutary becaufe it is fwect ; paufe for a moment, 
affemble round me and liften. I have given the 
reins to my ^en, my^heart is opened, and you 
Hiall hear eqi£M||||||i^ere I was urged fulcly by 
vanity, and whsl||PU|||s imprclTed v iiii a jufi 
fenfe of the true and beautiful. 

Nor will I alTurne nr.y rirlii-nlar racri!- for my 
fincerity, llnce there arc iilLiations in life in wliich 
it is no lefs eafy for a man to do well than to })ut 
on his great coat , and they are coniu.only ihofe 
in which he can fauntcr about the whole day 
unmolefied in the great coat, cidy bc*nd!ng now 
and then to pluck a flower, rot lo take i;p his 
'adverfary’s gauntlet. Wlicn find but from tlio 
great world he lives in rural peace, and receives 
more pleafure from the fight of the firfl blofibms 
in May, or from difeovering the firft budding 
teeth of his infant child, than from receiving the 
gracious* invitation from a patron, will dine 
“ imth me to-day." When content and ferenity 
of mind expand the heart to every joy, and con- 

fcquently 
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feqyenlly to every virtue, and when hf is fiir- 
rounded only by a few beloved friends who have 
long learned to feparate the not ignoble^motions 
of the heart from the niiftakes of the] head. 
Thefc, thefe, are the fituations tl^^t induce a' 
man readily to acknowledge every fa&lt he has 
committed, and which infpire him with confi>, 
dence to come' undifmayed before the public; 
fincc then he hears the voice only of th^ candid 
judge who will not treat hit|^^jk1'‘idiciflei nor 
(liHort his meaning, and p^|[^^Kus interpreta- 
tions upon tlie moll imioo^PWroR he confeffes. 

And where,” fays RoulTeau, “ fliall we find 
the man of fenfe w'ho has never faid a foolifl; 
“ thing ? — Where the honed man who has never 
‘‘ done any thing reprehenlible ? — Were an exa^ 

“ regidcr to be kept of every fault committed 
'* by even the mod perfc6t among mortals, and 
" were every other part of his eharaftcr to be 
carefully fupprcd'cd, what opinion would the 
world have reafon to form of fuch a man ?” 

Co on, then, ye malicious critics, ye hianglenr 
of fame by profedion, what will your barking^ 
concern the happy rcclufe, provided he have ^ 
wife and a few friends who know and love him ? 
Mifcrable hirelings ! bark till you be .tired, it is 

B 2 not 
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not in your power to drive from his bofom that 
wife and thofe friends. 

I, however, to affert that I write this, 
•fketch folely with the view of ferving young 
^ aurtiors, I fliould advance as grofs a falfehood 
^as a\]bookfeller who fliould profefs that in felling 
his books at a low rate, he has no other objeft 
but te render the purchafe eafy to all lovers of 
knowledge.N^No^li my ^i|iends ! he only fixes 
this under-pru!^|B» a /e'w .old fliopkeepcrs, 
which having his hands he is glad, 

to fell at any rate j and in tnb*^ame manner this 
flcclch has been lying by in my brain for five 
3'ears already, and^I muft now fend it out into 
the world to make way for the reception of other 
things. 

Indeed, to own the truth, I have one object in 
view in writing thefe pages, wliolly cxtrinfic of 
all nthcr conliderations, which is, the plcafure I 
fliall derive from the purfuit. I confider author- 
fliip as a luxury, and never in my life did I write 
V^>ut one book and one pamphlet that I felt to be 
/ a talk. This was owing to their being under- 
taken entirely to pleafe other people; confe- 
quently they were beyond comparifon the worft 
edfnpofitioQS that ever came from my pen. But 

all 
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all my dramas', and whatever elfe among my 
numerous effufions have excelled the molt in 
beauty and feeling, have been done for my 3wn 
amufement ; and the gratification I have rcfceived 
from the hours fo fpent, has repaid my toils* much 
more richly than the profits refulting from them, 
or even the applaiife they have procured me from 
the public. "• 

Let me, then, amid the wanderings of my fancy 
forget the fnow that now lies my window, 

fo lliall I care little how it J^i^^^hthe windows 
of my neighbours. Y et let me deprecate the ideaof 
any one reading my book with the impreflionof its 
being written at the fetting in of the firft frofr, 
a fcafon fo uncongenial to authorfliip. Not 
that I am entering at this moment upon a ha- 
zardous chafe after applaufe — from that heaven 
defend me ! To the finging-bird that pecks at 
my window I would open it with pleafurc, and 
who w'ould refufe him admittance? But God 
forbid that 1 Ihould attempt to catch him in a 
fnare ! 

Come forth then, ye enchanting images of 
)Outh, though the pi6iures ye exhibit fcarcely 
feem to bear any refemblancc to my prefent felf ! 
Come forth! delude my fancy, ye beloved flia- 

dows ! 
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dovvs ! — afcend, ye fvveet hours df infancy, as a 
thin vapour from the ocean of the part, and float 
oncft more before my eyes ! — 1 ftand upon the 
brink bf the ftream of time, and eagerly watch 
the current as it bears my flower along upon its 
furface. Even now I behold it glittering upon 
• the back of a wave, for the laft time ere it be 
•plunged into the depth below, and loft forever to 
my fight. 

Let me catch this laft glitter 1 — See there that 
boy who hangs wi# llgced eyes upon his mother’s 
lips, while on a winter’s evening flie reads in fome 
good book to him and his fifter ! — See him again 
making a table of his ftool, and a feat of the 
footftep, as he eagerly feafts upon a beloved 
romance, while his ball and hobby-horfe lie neg- 
le£led in a corner ! — Ah, that boy is a child no 
longer ! 

My good mother — thanks be to heaven, flic 
•ftill lives to witnefs the eifufions of my grati- 
tude ! — My good mother, early left a widow, re- 
nounced many of the charms and enjoyments of 
life, to devote hcrfelf to the education of her 
children and the formation of their infant minds. 
She poflefled a refined taftc, with correft feelings 
and a mind well cultivated by reading, to which 

fli« 
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ihe added a rich treafurc of maternal tendernefs. 
With qualities like thefe flie could fcarcely fin'd 
her toils wholly unrewarded. 


She engaged tutors for my in ftruftion,^ young 
divines, who while anxioufly waiting, till in qua* 
lity of their godly vocation, they Ihquld be called' 
to the care of a flock, made me feel moft heavily 
the weight of their fliepherds’ crooks. They 
indeed fpared no pains, within the fphere of cor- 
reftlon, to make a hopeful flieep of me. One 
of them was a phyfiognomifl, another had a heart 
deeply transfixed with the arrows of love. The 
former was eternally criticifing the formation of 
my nofe, the latter employed me in conveying 
M/e/s doux to his miftrefs. But the mifehief done 
by them was always repaired by my mother. 
One evening fpent with her, one hour’s private 
reading in her room, was of more ufe to me than 
all the time employed in drudging at Langen’s 
Colloquies, or in poring over Luther’s long and 
thort Catechifms. My tutors taught the parrot 
to prate, my mother taught the child to feel. 

' From her I imbibed a talle for reading almoft 
at the breaft, and even when I was not more than 
four or five years old, books had more charms for 
me than a rocking-horfe. 


The firft work from which I reco11e£t to hayd^ 
received any ftrong impreffion wEs a collcftion 

of 
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of Tales from various languages^ called .Even-^ 
mg Hours, at that time a very popular bo6k 
fort,{jhildren. It confiftcd of feveral volumes^ 
which, kfcated in the manner I have before de- 
feribed,! I ufed to read over and over again. 
In the title-page was the figure of a fleeping dog, 
with the motto non omnibus dormio. What this 
vignette was intended to reprefent I do not 
know ; but this 1 know, that even to tlic prefent 
moment I never pafs a ^og afleep without think- 
ing of the Evening Hours. 

My favourite tale among this colleftion, and 
which called forth the firfl: tears of fenfibility I 
ever Hied, was the lloty of Romeo, and Juliet, 
from which Weillc took the materials for his 
tragedy. It afFeftod me fo deeply, that I think 
the preforonce I have ever fince retained for pa- 
thetic tales, may perhaps be traced to*this fource, 
fince it is certain that thofe things which make 
a ftrong imprclTion upon the mind in infancy, 
have a confidcrable influence in forming th.e future 
tafte. 

The next work that eagerly attra£ted my at- 
tention was Don Quixqtte, and though that ad- 
mirable hiftory has lately been much better tranf- 
lated by Bertuch, yet I will freely own that I 
never receive half the pleafure from this im- 
proved verfion, as from wbat I read in my infancy, 

MAjchild 
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A ’child brings* to .his ftudies, as well as to his 
play, a ffronger fcnfibility, with a greater apti- 
tude to receive powerful impreflions, and tligse- 
fore finds in both, charms which are, in* faft, ra-^ 
ther to be aferibed to the quicknefs of ftis own 
feelings, than to the real attraftion of the things 
themfelves, as a leaf, though half-withered, ftill* 
appears beautiful when the morning-fun fhines 
upon it. 

It' is therefore that the youth, and even the 
man, will fometimes feel an ardent wifli to read 
again in his maturer years, a book with which 
he liad been tranfported in his infancy. He en- 
deavours to procure it, he fuccecds at laft, and 
then wonders that he no longer finds it enter- 
taining. “ My tajie," he fays, “ is refined" Ah 
no ! but thou haft not perufed it with the like 
fenfations as formerly. A gentle touch fufliced 
at that time to make every nerve tremble, but 
now, to be.affeftcd they muft be fliaken. Indeed 
were it true that this dift'erence is folely the effect 
of a more refined tafte, ftill it were but a melan- 
choly truth, fince it only thews how much the 
circle of our mental enjoyments muft be every 
moment contrafiling. AJ’^e cannot endure to read 
any but works of decided fuperiority, we value 
ourfelves upon this faftidioufnefs, and make it 
our pride that fuch only can afibrd ^us entertain- 
ment } 
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ment ; yet we efteem the contented man wKo 
cats his homely broth with the fame relifli that 
Fzefi^rick the Second ate his Polenta. Is con- 
tent,, th^n, only a corporeal virtue? 

But hold, thou renowned. Don Quixotte, thou 
art leading me too far! — Accept my thanks for 
the many hours of real happinefs thou haft 
procured me, and fliare them v/ith Sancho 
Pan 9 a. Yc are excellent companions, and moft 
gladly did I receive you as inmates, till 'the 
wonderful adventurer, Robinfon Crufoe, thruft 

f 

you out. With irrcfiftible force did he, as a 
magnet, attract me towards him, as he attracts 
every other boy. lo him I clung, as to the 
choiceft treafure of my foul, and with him under 
my arm have frequently flown along the 
wajr, as it was called, to the threfliold of the fta- 
ble, there undifturbed by the noife of my play- 
fellows to accompany him in his goat-huntings. 
Tlie hour for the evening beaver ftruck, but 1 
heard it notj the fun fet, yet I read on till 
my eyes were weary wdth endeavouring in. 
vain to read longer. Oh, how anxioufly did I 
then w'ifti that fortune might one day throw me 
on a defert ifland I Hoty delicious did 1 And in 
idea the bread baked in the earth after Robin- 
fon ’s falhion, and the goat’s flelh drefled in pots 
of my own makii^ ! 


I imme- 
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’ 1 immediately began to fearch after all the ad- 
venturous Robinfons which the defire of imitation 
had produced in my own country, but n(^<jne 
was to be found that in ftrength, nature, and in- 
tereft, approached the original. The J^and of 
Fclfenburg indeed charmed me in no flight de- 
gree} and the appearance of the fpirit, rifing oyl 
of the water in the form of a cloud, gave me. to- 
lerable fenfations of terror. Robert Pierrot alfo 
had no inconfiderable fliare of my favour, and 
■ particularly in that part where he receives cano- 
nization on coming out of the cave with the 
flculls. But ftill thefe were nothing to my be- 
loved Robinfon : he remained the object of my 
deareft admiration, while I entertained a very fin- 
cere affeftion for his Friday, and was beguiled 
of many a tear by the artlefs tranfports he evinced 
at meeting again withes father. 

An ifland, and particularly a defertifland, were 
at that time like .words of magic to my foul, ta 
which were annexed, a long train of the moft en» 
^chanting images. Sometimes I thought within my- 
felf. Why do 1 learn to decline^ to. conjugate,, to 
expound ? — Were it not better, to be inftruSed in 
fuch mechanical trades^ as I might hereafter ‘find 
ufeful in my folitude? Since, if fate, would grant 
my moft ardent wifli, in-procefs of ttmeT-lhauld 
make a voyage, in .a leaky fhipi;, and-beewredbed 

on 
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on an uninhabited coaft, where I atone of all the 
crew being faved, Ihould have nothing with 
whifjj to build myfelf a houfe but the fliattered 
remains of the veflel. 

f 

Who would have thought of this wiflx being 
eagerly revived, after a lapfe of five-and-twenty 
years ? — I was born with a heart fufceptible of 
an ardent relifli for fociety, confequentlyneceflity 
alone could drive me into folitude ; yet I would 
rather live for ever removed from the malice and 
^ vices of mankind, than be obliged daily to wit- 
nefs them, and deteft my fpecies. The w,ord 
ifland ftill ele61:rifics my foul as formerly, only 
that I no longer wifli it to be uninhabited j nor 
at the magic found do 1 now think of Robinfon 
Ctufoe, but of thee, my worthy Ungern. The 
illand thou inhabitcll, proved, my faithful 
friend, fhall be my laft alylum j and if fate (hall 
deftroy my happinefs in fociety for ever, thou 
flialt grant me a little fpot wh^c I may drop a 
tear unmolefted over the mijjprable wreck. 

If at any time my imagination was over-heated 
by the Pearl Iflands, or the Ifland of Fclfenburg, 
by the floating, or the flying ifland, my mother 
always contrived to feleft fomething for our 
evening reading, which might moderate this ar- 
dour, and make a gentler impreflion upon my 

too 
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too fufceptible fancy. I was fond of .£fop’s 
Fables, and foon alfo became familiarly acquaint* 
ed with Gellert’s fables and fongs, many of wftiSh 
I learned by heart. Haller and Bodnier were 
above me; but with Gleim, Uz, and Ha'gedorn, 
1 was delighted, becaufe I could underftand them 
perfeftly, aiul very early in life they became ob-* 
jefls of my imitation. Well do I remember my 
firft attempt at writing poetry. I was fcarcely 
fix years old, and ufed to keep my manufeript 
behind the looking-glafs with the rod; The poem 
was to be a defeription of rural feenery, and the 
images for it were ranfacked from all the poets 
with which I was then acquainted. I well re- 
member the two following lines, fince they par- 
ticularly delighted me becaufe they ikipped fq 
prettily. 


Es finget die fteigende Lerche, 

Ks hupfen die Schiifgen am Berge. 

The lark, afeending, lings, 

The llieep Ikip upon the mountains. 

f 

I was not at all aware, however, that they 
were daftyls ; and, indeed, they w'ere the only 
lines of that mcafure im the whole poem. For 
many days together did I puzzle my brains to 
make all the other lines dance with equal Ugility, 
but in vain. The remainder of tlie poem was- 
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compofed of heavy fpondees, which I could not 
alter j neither could I comprehend how it was 
• pcHIble to make verfes either cree|) on at a foot’s 
pace, or gallop at pleafure. 

Soon after I ventured on a firfl: eflay at dra- 
matic writing. The fable of the Milk-maid and 
the two Huntfmen had accidentally fallen into 
my hands : the favourite little opera on that ftory 
was not then in exiftence, or at leaft was un- 
known to me. On this fubjcft I wrote a comedy, 
' which filled a whole o£lavo page. I was indeed 
fenfible, that to bear any refemblance to a real 
comedy, it ought to have been immcafurably 
longer ; but where was I to learn the art of fpin- 
ping my thread to a proper length ? 

My paflion for poetry foon produced its ufual 
effeft of rendering my infant heart extremely 
fufceptible of tender impreflions. My affec-< 
tions were now ardently fixed upon a very 
.'oni '.hle young woman, even then grown up, and 
wii!- afterwards became my aunt. On my fe-' 
venth birth-day, the 30th of May 1768, I wrote 
a very paffionate letter addreffed to this lady, 
upon the blank leaf of a*dravving-book. I made 
her many tender reproaches for her cruelty, in 
preferring the uncle to the riephew, vowed an 
unalterable fidelity to her, and concluded with 

requeuing 
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requefting permiffion, as the greateft of all. fa* 
vours, to kifs her little delicate white hand. 

This circumftance I own to be in ilfelf- ex- 
tremely infignificant: I only mention it*on ac- 
count of the confequences. My mother difco- 
vcring the letter, and finding the expreflions and' 
turn of fentiment far above my years, w'as ex- 
tremely delighted, nor could her maternal vanitj^ 
forbear reading it in my prefence to fome vifitors 
who were at the houfe. They very naturally, 
though to my utter confufion, laughed at it moft 
liearlily, and this gave me the firft really, and 
deeply tormenting fenfation that I ever remem- 
ber to have experienced. Nor were thefe feel- 
ings tranfitory. A lading impreffion was made 
upon my foul j and every time the letter was read 

r 

again — for my mother’s vanity ftopped not at 
.a fingle reading — this torment was renewed with 
cvcr-increafing bitternefs.« I ufed to retire to an 
out-houfe, where we kept wood, and there died 
the mod poignant tears of fliamc and difap- 
l^^inted ambition, till at length I fecretly got the 
dclcflcd drawing-book out of a little green corner 
cupboard in which it was kept, and threw it into 
the fire. From this period I loft for a long time 
all confidence in my mother, with regard to con- 
cerns of the heart ; and I mention the circum- 
ftance as a warning to parents and others engag- 
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ed in education, to be extremely cautious how 
they conduft themfelves in this refpcft towards 
cWWren of acute feelings. Nothing can be more 
hazardous than to expofe them, even though 
only in* fport, to the mortification of being put to 
the blufli. 

Thofe who make the human heart their ftudy, 
cannot but have obfer\^ed how often a propen- 
fity to religious enthufiafm is the companion of 
fuch an early fufeeptibility to love. It was not 
therefore furprizing, with a heart formed like 
mine, that cxcefs of piety Ihould in infancy be 
one of its prominent features. In truth, fo 
ftrong was this pallion within me, at the time 
of which I fpcak, that had it continued as I ad- 
vanced in years, my mother muft long ago have 
experienced the fame happinefs that fell to the 
lot of the mother of St. Borromco. 

# 

No fooncr had I left my bod in the morning, 
than haficning down into the garden, 1 locked 
myfelf into a place which delicacy forbids me 
to mention, that I might be perfectly retired and 
undifturbed in my devotions. There kneeling 
down, I poured out the effufions of my heart 
to my Creator, not in any regular fisrm, but in 
fuch* ejaculations as occurred at the moment, 
which iffuecT from the very bottom of my foul. 
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and were geneVally accompanied with teatl of 
awe and contrition. Well do I remember how 
much trouble it occafioned. me, to make what '1 
thought fufficient variations in my pious torifons, 
as I was apprehenfivc left God fliould be offended 
if there was too much fimilarity in fhem, and 
think that I put him oflf with the fame things 
every day. It was always my opinion, that a fet 
form of prayer from a book could not be accept- 
able to the Deity, becaufe he muft know already 
every thing that the book contained ; and for 
this reafon f had an infupportable averfion to 
lienjamin Schraolken’s morning and evening de- 
votions, in whicli I ufed to read every day to my 
mother. Willi true ecclefiaftical felf-fufficiency, 
therefore, did I reflefl upon my hours of private 
prayer, in which, according to my ideas, the Al- 
mighty learned fomething new. 

Sliall I conft;fs by what means it happened, 
that this early propenfity to piety was extin-- 
guilhed in my mind ? It may perhaps hardly ap- 
pear credible, but it was by attendance atehurch. 
•'r^’ice every Sunday did the tutors at Weimar 
regularly carry their pupils thither, where they 
were not allowed to fpcak„ to move a limb, or 
c\ en to ogle with the^ painted angels upon the 
ceiling. The ftrifteft filence and attention to 
what was goin^ forwards was required j nay, 

C more. 
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more, we were expefted to write dowh, of 
retain in our memories at leaft, the text 'and 
iteads of the difeourfe, which, in truth, was ufu* 
ally a fnoft vapid compontion. In winter, this 
talk was performed with perifhing fingers’ ends ; 
and in fummer, when the weather was bright 
and ferene, with an anxious longing to be out 
in the open air. 

How many hours of wearinefs and languor 
have I endured in the Caftle Church at Weimar, 
till at length I fell upon an expedient for render- 
ing them fomewhat lefs irkfome ! No fooner had 
I caught from the preacher as much’ as was ne- 
ceflary to relate at my return home, thc'Ui I Hole 
into a retired corner of the feat, with the Wei- 
mar hymn-book, and there lludied a hiftory of 
the fiege of Jerufalem annexed to it by way of 
appendix. In this I . found a luxuriant repaft 
for my imagination. The cry of the lunatic, in 
particular, who uttered the dreadful founds of 
Woe ! Woe ! from the walls of Jerufalem, feemed 
every Sunday as I read, to echo in my ears, and 
made my heart trill with horror. It will eatily 
be .conceived, that fince this was the only book 
to be had at church,. I read the hiftory over fo 
often, that at laft I coi^d nearly repeat it by 
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Ye parents and tutors ! if ye feek to educate 
your children to real piety and good morals, 
be careful how you weary their young mind's 
with going to church, .'^co uld cite many fear- 
ful examples of the ill effefts produced itf chil- 
dren by the laflitude and want of employment 
they experience there. The fiege of Jerufalem 
is not always at hand to relieve their languor, and 
the imagination being left wholly to its own de- 
vices, fchCmcs have thus been formed which, 
have occafioned the founds of Woe! Woe ! to be 
uttered by other mouths than the man above 
alluded to. 

For myfelf, my exemplary piety was not only 
extinguilhed, but I foon became an abfolute in- 
fidel. I might be about nine or ten years old, when 
one day I accidentally alked my tutor whether 
God could create another being greater and more 
powerful than himfelf? To this enquiry, made 
in the iimplicity of my heart, I received a high- 
toned and peremptory negative, whence I im- 
mediately drew the conclufion that God could 
*riot be omnipotent. This, indeed, the more I 
revolved it in my mind, feerned to me fo much 
the more clear and incontrovertible, that I could 
by no means comprehend how the world had re- 
mained for fo many centuries blind to fo palpable 
a truth, and I valued myfelf not a littlS upon my 
* C 2 


own 



I/IFE OF KOTZEBUE. 

« 

owii acutenefs in having now made the difco- 
^cry. Many weeks did I cherilh this fclf-impor- 
tant fepling, and even endeavoured to make prp- 
felytcs among my young companions, to my inge- 
nious liypothefis. But it carried not the fame 
force of conviftion to .their minds as to mine. 
Some'laughed at me ; others would not liften to 
•my arguments ; till at length I grew weary of 
preaching to no effeft. The flame that burned 
at firfl: with fo much ardour, wanting nourifiiracnt 
from vanity, was cxtinguiflied by degrees, and 
after a whilp nothing remained of the meteor that 
had fo tranfported my fenfes but the pleafing 
impreflion infpired by the idea of having firfl; 
learned to think for myfelf. 

About that time, a lovely girl, between fifteen 
and fixteen years of age, the only child of two 
difconfolatc parents, died at VlT-imar of the 
fmall-pox. Sho was beloved, though in filence, 
fince he never made known his paflion even to 
its objeft, bv a boy who was then advancing to- 
wards the age of manhood. He was fome 
years older than myfelf j but as we lived in the 
fame houfe, and as I always lent a willing ear 
to his enamoured trdnfports, I became, notwith- 
ftanding the difference of our ages, his confidant, 
and conflant companion. Sometimes I accom- 
panied him in ah evening under the window of 

lti» 
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his fuffering miflrefs’s apartpient, vyhere we Have 
ftood patiently, waiting fprihcjufs tog<^er in the 
rain or fnow, watching’.in the hope pf gaining* 
fome intelligence of her, though perhaps, at loft 
we could not perceive any thing but indiftlntt 
fliadows, upon which to form conje£tures, that 
were always reciprocally communicated. 

Once — fo frelli is the recolleflion in iny me- 
mory, that it fecms as though the event had 
happened but yefterday — we could diHingniOi 
pretty clearly upon the curtain, the lhadow o^..^ 
perfon with a fpoon in her hand, apparently 
going to give fome medicine to the unhappy 
fufferer. My companion. began to weep bitterly, 
though in the public ftrect ; and fo deeply was 
I aftefled by his lituation, that my tears flowed 
in fcarcely lefs abundance. It was natural 
enough that fuch a feene fliould make an’ inipref- 
lion upon me, too ftrong to be eflaced by any 
lapfe of time. The night was dark and difraal, 
|he weather ftormy. Thcfe circun>ftances, toge- 
ther with the glimmer of -the lamp from the fich 
room, the fliadovV of the perfon with the fpoon 
faintly feen upon the curtain, the fobs and agony 
of the afflifted youth, tha melancholy reflexion 
that a lovely girl, whom I Had. often feen (kip- 
ping and dancing about in all the gaiety of 
health and fpirits, was perhaps at thht moment 

. dying, 
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dyin|^, formed a combination of images ena- 
ble of fetting a lefs ardent imagination (^an 
mine into a tempeft of emotions. The. effeft 
vpon me was fo powerful, that when the poor 
girl aftually died, I felt the moft poignant an* 
guilh of heart, exclufive of all conhderations of 
fympathy for her lover. 

I, however, loon found a fource of confolation 
not granted to him. I wrote an elegy upon her 
death i and as it was not compofed with any 
attention to poetical rules, but was dictated folely 
by feeling,.! fucceeded far better in. this attempt 
than in any thing I had yet produced. It was 
ferioufly fuggefted by fome friends, that the 
poem ought to be printed. Ihc bare idea of 
this raiUrd fuch exquilite tranfports in my bofom, 
that, notwithftanding ray real afFe£lion for the 
youth, and forrow for the maiden, I believe, if 
a prayer of mine would have recalled her to 
life, I could not have prevailed upbn m 3 delf 
to offer it up at the expence of this offspring- 
of my brain. Thus did the vanity, of auth^^ 
fliip firft exercife its all-powerful tyranny -oirer 
me. The elegy was never printed, for. vitthat 
reafon I do not recelle61, but the applaufe I 
received from the compofition would entirely 
have effaced my forrow, even though the uAfot;-. 
tunate girF had been my own beloved. 


I come 
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I come now to that whea> 

from the circumftances into which-Cwas acci- 
dentally thrown, my future ddiiny waairrevocapt* 
bly decided, and I- was doomed to.experience dll 
the pains and pleafures that inevitably attend 
the dramatic writer. The deceafed player, Ab- 
bott, came with his ftrolling company to Wei- 
mar, and fitted up the riding-houfe as a theatre. 
Never within ray memory had Weimar been Vi- 
fited by any players, and my curiplity was ex- 
cited beyond all bounds. It will eafily be ima- 
gined, then, what tranfports I felt when Mu- 
ficus, the admirable Mufseus, who had always 
honoured me with his particular notice, and who 
at that time was Governor of the Pages, came 
one evening, and requefted my jpother to let me 
accompany him to the piqy. 


With a facred awe did I enter the theatre, aij 
awe the Callle Church was never capable of in- 
fpiring. The number of lights, the crowd af- 
fcrabled, the guards, the myfterious curtain, alto- 
gether raifed my expectation to an unexampled 
pitch. The play was Klopftock’s I)eath of A^am. 
Mufaeus let me Hand upon tho bench before him, 
that I might fee over the hpads pf the other fpcc- 
tutors. The curtain drew up: I was all eyes, 
till ears. Not a word, a look, or an attitude, 
pfeaped me. I was impatient if any 6ne pf the 

^udienpo 
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audience coughed or blew his no'fe. I abfolutcly 
ilatnped with my foot upon' the bench if a troU> 
l>lefome neighbour began to talk to Mufaeus, who 
was too complaifant not to anfwer him. No ! 
alive is my heart has always been to powerful 
imprefljons, never did I experience any "thing 
equal to the prefent. 

I came home almoft ftunned with delight. I 
was alked, how I liked the play Ah, my God 1 
liked! — What a feeble word to deferibe my 
feelings ! I wanted feme new mode of 'cxpref- 
fion coined on purpofc to reprefent them ; none 
of the old ones were fufficiently forcible. Fain 
would I have painted in the moft vivid colours 
all 1 had feen, in hopes to make others feel it 
as I did, but I was only convinced of the im- 
potence of words to accomplifh my aim. I nei- 
ther knew where to begin nor to end. I would 
have afkcd no greater ble-fling- of fate, than to 
grant that I might be prefent every night at fuch 
■ a performance. Robinfon Crufoe’s Ifland was 
no longer an obje£t of defire to me, for on fiiat 
defert fpot there could be no theatre. It was 
totally incomprehenfible to my mind how people 
could talk of the play with fo much uompo- 
fure, and go on calmly and quietly with^'their 
avocations as ufual. According to my ideas, 
ouglit all to have run about the ftreets, like 

the 
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the citizens of Abdera, crying, “ Oi ruler 
over gods and men! Mighty, mighty Abbott!” 
Did any one a!k my mother whether the intended 
to go that evening to the theatre, and* flie * 30 - 
fwered in the negative, that fhe was engaged to 
take a walk, or, foraething.of the like kind, " My 
God!” I thought within myfelf^ ** how is it 
“ polEble that thofe who can do asj they picafe, 

fliould prefer a walk to the play !” 

Inexpreflible, therefore, were my tranfports, 
when, not long after, a regular theatre was infti- 
tuted at Weimar, under the patronage of the 
Duchefs Amelia, that favourite of the Mufes. 
The company w'as undoubtedly one of the beft at 
that time in Germany, fince the family of Seiler, 
Brandcs, Bock, and the iminortal Eckhof, were 
the principal performers. 

Eckhof! thou great and good man, I blefs thj^ 
allies ! Thou didft aflift to form tny heart and 
underftanding, to awaken many a noble feeling 
Ml my bofom, and by thy wonderful perform- 
ances, to enrich my reafon and fancy with ideas 
and conceptions that could only have been in- 
fpired through fuch a medium. Often when I 
bave feen thee pafs by our houfe in a morning to 
rehearfal, drelTcd in a plain coat and an un- 
combed periwig, with a (looping* unalTuming 

^ I * . 
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gait, how have 1 been aftonilhed at refle£ting 
that this was the fame man who, in the even- 
, tng when he walked the ftage as a king or gene- 
ral# feetfaed born to command ! • Thy reprefenta- 
tions of the human chara£ler, at thofe moments, 
were to me a fchool of wifdom, while by thy con- 
' dn£t oflF the ftage thou didft inftruft me how to 
I'eparate real merit from external oftentation, 

I 

As Richard the Third, Duke Michael, Odo- 
ardo, and Father Rode, Eckhof was unrivalled. 
Plays were performed three nights in the week, 
and my obtaining permiftion to be prefent at 
them depended partly on my general good beha- 
viour, partly on my particular diligence in my 
ftudies. A French governefs was in thofe days 
chief arbitrefs of the fuprerae blifs of my life.' 
With her I ufed to read and tranllate Madame 
de Beaumont’s works, and every day had a tefti- 
Inonial home with me, confifting either of hn, 
mediocre, or the dreadful word mal. If the latter, 
adieu to all thoughts of the play for that eveur 
ing, as my mother was never acceffible to in- 
treaties. How often, therefore, when Madam? 
Louvel’s pen was dipped into the ink to write 
the fatal word mal, have 1 taken her beautiful 
white hand, kifted it, and bathed it with my tears, 
till I could prevail on her to moderate the feverity 
of my fenteifce at leaft into a mediocre ! 


My 



LIFE OP KOTZEBITB. 87 

. I * 

My paffion for the ftage increafed every day. 
As the theatre was entirely fupported by the 
court, there was no paying for admilhon, but T 
limited number of tickets were regularly given 
out. Thus, on feftival days, when a new piece 
or fome grand pantomime ballet was to be per* 
formed, and the concourie of company who 
wiflied to be prefent was confequently unufu* 
ally great, it often happened that fo inhgniH* 
cant a perfonage as myfelf could not procure a 
ticket. But as my curiolity was on fuch occa- 
llons more ftrongly excited than ever, I was 
obliged to have recourfe to ftratagem for its 
gratification. Every avenue leading to the thea* 
tre, every corner of the houfe,. was as well 
known to me as the infide of my coat-pocket, 
even the paflages under the ftage were as fami- 
liar to me, as to the man that lighted the lamps. 
When I was hard prefled for admittance, there- 
fore, I ufed toftand at the entrance allotted.to the 
performers, and flip in dexteroufly behind, the 
guards. Then, to efcapc purfuit^ I crept in* 
llantly under the ftage, whence a little door led 
into the orcheftra. .Through this I got behind 
the great drum, which being fomewhat elevated, 
completely concealed myjittle perfon, and here 
1 could fee the performance very commodioufly. 


Would 
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Would to heaven I had always flicwn equal 

addrefs with refpe 61 ;'to the great drama of the 
%orld! That I had never engaged in contefts 
with malice and envy, which fiandi.as guards 
every ♦vhcre, but had only ftolen in behind tliem, 
not venturing upon the ftage myfcit^ but . re- 
maining underneath it, or at Icaft in the orche- 
lira, concealed by the great drum. Happy the 
trimmers of the lamps, who are never clapped 
or hilTedj^and who perhaps at home, as they 
reprefent a contented family-fcenO, can exclaim 
withGrelTet: • 

line eternite de gloire^ . , 

Vaut-elle un jour de bonheur J, 

I may venture to aflert, that among all the 
frequenters of the theatre, old or young, I was 
■always the moll attentive. I need only adduce 
in proof of my attention, that I could repeat the 
whole of Lefling’s Emilia Galotti by heart, with- 
•out ever having feen the book*. It mull how- 
ever be obferved, and ’tis mud) to the honour. of 
the talle then prevalent in Weimar, formed 
under the influence of an amiable and difeerning 
princefs, that Emilia Galotti was performed very 
fluently, and always to full houfcs.'. .^Tbe 
^art of Odoardo was played by Eckho^^'and 
was undoubtedly his flrll chara^r. Madame- 

Mecour 
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\Iecour as Emilia, Bock as the Prince, his wife 
as Claudia, and above all, Madame Seiler as 
Orfina, united to do juftice to this chrf-d'-mvn , 
of dramatic poetry. The Gratefuk Soa, • by 
Engel, was alfo in my opinion wonderfylly ini- 
prellive, and my reigning favourite next to Emilia 
Galotti. I foon perfuaded my young cotnpa-' 
nions to engage with me in performing both 
thefc pieces at our hours of play, and I alternately 
undertook every character. 

Nothing could equal the veneration with . 
which I at that time regarded any aftor, how 
moderate foever might be his profeffional talents. 
Could I but throw myfelf in the way of one olF 
the ftage, fo as to hear him fpcak, I was tranf- 
ported in no flight degree, but if I could contrive 
only to fpeak a Angle word to him myfelf, my 
. eeftafy exceeded all bounds, and I thought my- 
felf honoured beyond the common lot of mortals. 
Well do 1 remember how I ufed to go every 
Sunday to a perfon of the name of Henfel, to 
Icam what plays were to be performed in the 
enfuing week, for at that time play-bills were 
not given out as at prefent. At homo I made' 
all things fubfervient to my theatrical mania. 

It was not enough for me to perform a pafloval 
drama occaAonally on birth-day, ev>ery new 
piece that fell in ray way raufl infl^tly be mpr-' 

dered 
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dered by myfelf and my corps; At length 1 
obtained poffeflion of Gerftenberg’s Ugollnoj 
•tin - excellent drama, and ivell deferving of a 
^'fnuch ^iiglier reputation than it has hitherto- ob- 
tained^ I regarded it as an ineftimable treafure, 
fince, as containing but few charafters, I thought 
it admirably adapted to our private performances. 
It never once occurred to me, that though the 
charafters were few in number, every one, to 
have juftice done it, required an aftor at the 
very head of his profeflion. I undertook the part 
of Anfelmo, and perorated it with all the fire of 
my ardent imagination; 

I mentioned above, the grand pantomimical 
ballets. Thefe were performed in a very fuperb' 
llyle at Weimar. With tranfport do I now rcca! 
to remembrance the brilliant reprefentation of 
Idris and Zenida, Orpheus and Euridice, Inclq 
and Yarico, the Amazonians, and many others. 
The latter was not the lefs powerfully recom- 
mended to me, from the hints for it being fut- 
nillied by Mufaeus. 

Thefe .ballets had the fame effeft upon my 
fenfes, as the regular dramas had upon my feel- 
ings, and 1 foon devifed. means for imitating 
theni aj|a. I made myfelf a little theatre* firft 
of, Wait, then of paper, and at length of wood.r 

Thofe 
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*rhofe among my youthful alTociates who could 
paint, were employed upon my feenery, and my 
mother and aunt were fet to work at patchingf* 
pieces of lilk . together, to make dreffes *for ,my 
puppets. They danced their folos, and pas-de* 
deux by means of wires, and the lightning was 
made by /emeu Ijcopodu blown through a quill into 
the candle. Thus was every new ballet pre- 
fented to the public by MelTrs. Koch and Schutz 
fpeedily exhibited upon my private ftage. The 
tafte for this kind of toy foon fpread among the 
children at Weimar, and no long period elapfed 
before almoft every boy had his Lilliputian thea- 
tre, v.'hile my vanity was not a little flattered by 
being conftantly applied to for inftruftion in the 
ufe of the diminutive machinery. Oh ! condemn 
me not, ye wife, for dwelling fo long upon thefe 
childifli fports 5 the powerful influence they had 
on my future charafter isfurelyafufficientexcufe 
for fuch loquacity. 

But even in the meridian of my joys, happened 
that dreadful fire which laid the palace at Weimar 
in afhes, when confequently the theatre, which 
was within its precin£t, that ultimatum of all my 
wiflies, of all my happinejfs, was demoliflied for 
ever. This tragical event took place on the 
very day when Diderot’s 'Pert de Famille was to 
have been played. A feafl to which Idiad looked 

forward 



*tIFS, OF {COT2£fit/£. • 

r 

forward with more than common dclight-^o 
light alas, never to ^ rcalifcd ! •, 

.The tccmpany was now difmifled, and retired 
to Gotha. Oh, how many a fljower of bitter 
tears did 1 died at their departure ! Yes, I muft 
once more repeat it, ’tis to the impreflions made 
upon me during that period, that I owe the prin-^ 
cipal features of my prefent charafler From’' 

a firm conviftion of its utility in forming the 
talle and morals, I ftrongly recommend to all 
parents and tutorsj if fortunately they live in the 
vicinity of a well regulated theatre, to carry their 
children and pupils very frequently to that fchool. 
A good drama is the moft fpeedy and efFeftual 
of all mediums through which to communicate 
inllru61ion to the infant heart, to awaken in it 
an abhorrence of vice, to imprefs it with a love 
of virtue, and to excite it to every thing great 
and good. The obje£lion commonly made, that 
frequent attendance upon theatrical amufements 
tends to diflipate the minds of children, I confider 
as wholly futile. Never did I purfue my ftudies 

* J’ai toujours recoonu 1‘efprit dcs jeiines gens,, au detail 
qu’ils foifaient d’une pi£cc nouvelle qu’ils venaient dfdatendre; , 
et j’ai remarque que tons ceyx qui s’en acquittaient.k nneux, 
ont titi ceux qui depuis ont acquis' le plus de reputation dans 
leurs emplois. Tant il efl vrai, qu’au Ibnd, I’dfprit des affaires,- 
ct l^^i^i^itable'efprit des belks lettres, eft le mime., 

*’ rO|.TAIRE. 

with 
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With greater affiduity, never did I make a more 

rapid progrefs in them, than when infpired by 

the hope of having my diligence rewarded willN 

perraiffion to attend the theatre in tltS "evening: 

whereas, on the contrary, when this ch^m Was 

loH, 1 funk for awhile into a flat* of extreme 

apathy and indolence. 

Should any one here exclaim with uplifted, 
hands ; “ What an impious wretch ! to admonilli 
“ parents againd taking their children to church, 
“ and recommend their being carried ' to the 
“ play !” — I can only anfwer with a flirug of my 
fliouldcrs, “ I am not refi)onfible if the fermon 
“ and the drama, two paths intended to lead 
“ to the fame termination, do not equally anfwer 
“ the deftined purpofe. Whatever contributes 
“ towards improving the morals of mankind I 
“ regard as facred, without confidering what 
appellation it may bear. Were the fame 
“ cffe6l produced by a fermon, as by a play, I 
Would recommend the one as earneftJy as the 
“.other, but till ! can be convinced tliat this is 
“ the cafe, 1 muft hold to my prefent opinion. 
“ What if fermons be preacTied gratis ? is that 
“ a reafon why they fliovdd .be. dull and tedious ? 
“ is that a fufficient excufe for wearying the pati- 
“ ence of an audience P—^Let me alk any man 
“ upon his confcience, whether, if lie muft be 
D “ compelled 
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compelled to choofe between ttvo evils, lift 
would not rather fee a bad play, than hear a 
bad fernnon ?” 

. ‘ ’--i 

I had been now for fome time a fcholar at the 
Gymnafium at Weimar, an inllitution in which 
there was then great room for improvement, 
I commenced my career in the third clafs, in 
which the pujjils among other ufelcfs things were 
all comjiellcd to learn Hebrew. Was it then 
furprifing that inftcad of attending regularly at 
the fchool hours, I fliould often fpend that time 
privately with a fchoolfellow, who was educated, 
or perhaps 1 Ihould rather fay fpoiled, by an over 
fond uncle, when we were commonly occupied 
in forming plans for acting plays. I remember 
well that we had once determined on perform* 
ing The Biify Idlers, and had aftually been em- 
ployed for fcveral days in writing out the differ- 
ent parts, before we perceived that it was the 
fevereft fatire polfible upon ourfelves. 

In the fecond clafs our ftudies were ordered 
fomewhat better, though even there the pupils 
were employed in many things, which, to fay 
the truth, anfvvcred no pnrpofe but to murder 
time. Among others may be reckoned the 
making of, Latin verfes, which was expelled of 
aill the fcholarst whether they had talents for it 

ef 
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or not. The worthy Mufaeus, much againft his 
inclination, was our tutor in this branch of learn- 
ing. But if fome of our time was miferaployea’^ 
it inuft alfo be acknowledged that we acquired 
much valuable learning and knowledge* at this 
fcminary. This was indeed principally to be 
afcribed to the attention. and judgment of the 
excellent man above-mentioned. By him we 
' were cxercifed in writing letters, and it is well 
known that nobody ever excelled more in epif- 
tolary writing than Mufecus. An hour in every 
week was befides devoted to poetry, and as this 
was on a Saturday, I always looked forward to 
that day with particular delight. • The forms ob- 
ferved on thefe occafions were thus regulated. 

At the appointed time Mufeus came among 
the clafs, and enquired whether any fcholar had 
a poetical compofition of his own to produce, 
for this was very properly a perfeftly volun- 
tary thing on the part of the youth. Yet he 
fcarcely ever failed of finding fome bathful 
wooers of the mufes, who with downcaft eyes 
fignified that they had been taking a canter upon 
Pegafus. The roftrum was immediately refigned 
to the juvenile poet, who afeended it and read 
his produdion, while the matter walked up and 
down in filence with his hands behu\d him. At 

D 2 the 
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the couclufion of each piece, the work was criti-* 
cifed by the latter, though not with the fame 
teverity as is cuftomary among thexritical corps 
in the world at large. When the original pro- 
duftions were exhaufted, this clafs of orators 
were fucceeded by thofe who had only learned 
by heart the works of others as exercifes in 
declamation. But here too all was voluntary. 
Each individual felefted for himfelf, or look no 
flwfe whatever in the exercife, entirely at his 
own option. Thefe recitations concluded, Mu- 
fa2us here criticifed the delivery, as in the former 
inftance the compofition, in both giving his reafons 
for every remark that he made. How much 
happier in this refpe£t were we, than are the 
great mafs of authors, whofe works are com- 
monly criticifed by the world at large without 
any reafon at all. 

As when a child I would only draw my pious 
orifons from the fources of my own heart, fo now 
I would not ofier up to the God of poetry the 
cffufions of others, but was always among the 
fmall number who produced their own weeds 
from the garden of Pamaflus. To this day I 
have in my polFeflion Jeveral trifles corapofed 
for j||l^bccafions, which, without incurring the 
^jpmte of, a too great partiality for my own 
^ . . offspring, 
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offspring, I think I might venture to aflfert would 
not be among the worft produftions that ufually 
corapofe the Almanacks of the Mufes.^ 

At that time ballads were much tl/e rage. 
I'he Almanacks fwarmcd with terrific legends 
of knights and ghofts, which, as tales of horror, 
could not fail of eliciting my warmeft admiration j 
nor was it unnatural in my ardour of authorfhip, 
that I fliould, be infpired with a fecret ambition 
of rivalling them. I therefore compofed a ballad 
in the very higheft flights of the ruling tafte, a 
part of which I have ftill among my papers. 
It contained a fumptuous banquet, and a horrible 
murder j a ghoft appeared preaching repentance, 
and the obdurate tinner was at length carried 
away by the devil. The vcrfitication was, however, 
eafy and correft. 

On the following Saturday, I fcarcely knew 
how to wait for the appointed hour, before I 
produced this mafter-piece. The important mo- 
rrrent arrived — my heart palpitated: — I afeended 
the roftrum, and read my perfoVmance >vith a 
tremulous voice — but how did my eyes fparkle, 
how did my bofom fwell with tranfport, when 
at the conclulion Mufajus faid, — Oh words never 
io be forgotten! — ■“ Good! very good! — from 
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“ what Almanack did you borrow it?” — Con- 
ceive, reader, if thou canft — but no, ’tis impof- 
fible to cgpceive with what exultation I anfvvered, 
" It is my own writing.” 

f 

, “ Indeed?” faid Mufa:us, “ Well, well, bravo ! 
“ go on!” — I was almoft bcfide ni}felf, and 
would not have parted with tl;e feelings of that 
moi'ient to purcliafe a kingdom. With checks 
glowing with delight I returned to my feat, and 
as J obferved that the eyes of all my fehool-fcllows 
were fixed upon mo, I concealed my face, wdth 
eftentatious modcilv, in the blue cloak which all 
the fchtrlais were obliged to wear. 

From that moment, I confiilercd myfelf as 
Tcally a poet. ■ Mufxiis had faid bravo ! Mu- 
freiis could tl.ink that the ballad was taken from 
an Aln’.anack~a fpccics of publication for which 
at that lime 1 entertained a very high refpeft — 
w^bo then could queftion my claim to Ite confi- 
dered as a’fon of the Mufes?-^-! had now pro- 
ceeded in my career, and againft every Saturday 
compofed fomething new'’, but as it appeared to 
me that notliing could poffibly equal my ballad, I 
contentedly repofed under my laurels, only gra- 
tifying^Bi^ cbildifii vanity by always carrying the 
beloved babe in my pocket, that no opportunity 

of 
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of fpreading its fame might be loft by its not 
being at hand when I met with any one £0 good- 
jiiatured as to rcqueft the perufal of it. * 

Happily for me, Mnfaius undcrftood ,as well 
how to check aaiiceit, as to encourage genius. 
Some months after, when the time was api)roach-* 
ing at which both tutors and pupils were to make 
an exhibition of their talents at a public examina- 
tion before a numerous audience, Mufacus with- 
ing the examiners to be prefented with fomc 
fpeciraens of the fcholars’ progrefs in compofition, 
delired thofe whom he thought capable of it, to 
recite poems of their own writing. When it 
came to my turn, and he afleed me w hat I Ihould 
produce Ujpon the occalion, 1 anfwercd without 
hefitation and with perfett fclf-fatisfadlion, my 

ballad.” 

“ Your ballad,” he replied, what ballad r” 

“ The fame that Mr. Profeffor was pleafed to 
'* commend fo highly fome ynonths ago,” I re- 
turned, with a confidence and felf-fufficiency that 

Mr. Profeffor could not eridurp. 

. * 

“ Plhaw'!” he replied, away with the filly 
“ thing which I had, long ago forgotten. No, 
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no, pray let us have fomethin» new, fomcthing 
worth hearing.” 

I was thundcrftruck. The mighty fabric of 
vanity erefled in my bofom was overthrown in 
an inftant, and Shame flood weeping over the 
ruins. What wns to be done ? — I muft caft off 
the • laurel-wreath beneath w'hich I had fo long 
contentedly flumbered, and which I now firft dif- 
covered to be withered, and endeavour to deferve 
a frelh crown. 

Piqued as I was, how’cver, I roufed all my 
energies, refolving to do fomcthing that lliould 
not difgrace my former attainments. 1 fclc£l:cd 
from Miller's Moral PiSItircs the flory of the 
Unnatural Son, who kept his father in confine- 
ment, of which the following is an abflra£l'. 
A prodigal w'as celebrating a grand feftival 
at his caftle, whjSIs'one of the guefls, for want 
of room, was lodged at night in a remote apart- 
ment at the end of a long and folitary paflage. 
At midnight the chamber-door opened, and a 
wretched, wan, meagre figure, loaded with chains, 
tottered in. He tVent up to the chimney, and 
feraping together the few remaining embers, fat 
down to warm his trembling hands. The gueft 
aftoniflied, started up in his bed, and examining 

this 
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this fpirit, as at firft he was almoft inclined to 

think it, foon recognized the features of his old 
friend, the father of his then hoft. Through 
the univerfal buftle in the houfe, his ^gldards-had 
not watched him with their ufual care, lyid thus 
he had gotten loofe, and was ftrolltng about that 
part of the caftle. This dreadful, but alas ! trud 
ftory, I put into verfe, and once more gained great 
applaufe from my tutor. 

Out of the fchool-hours I alfo enjoyed the 
inftrudtion of that worthy man in many very • 
important matters. From thefe private leftures 
I derived much more advantage than from the 
public ones, lince they were devoted folely to 
forming my tafte and morals. By them I learned 
thoroughly to know and value the excellent 
heart, and amiable domeftic virtues of my in- 
ftruSor, and from valuing was infenlibly led to 
imitate them. Daily did my ade£tionate efteeni 
for him increafe, although he was fometimes 
pretty fevere with me. 1 cannot here forbear 
ivlating an anecdote, partly becaufe it fliews his 
ftrong propenfity to fatire even in the punifli- 
ment of thofe under his tuition, and partly be- 
caufe 1 think that the more 1 fpeak of Mufa>os, 
the more entertaining and valuable I (hall make 
my Iketch. . 


I had 
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I had been guilty of fotnc boyifli piece of niif- 
chief, 1 do not now rccolleft what, and my mo- 
Iher, who flirunk fro^; puniftiing me horfelf, gave 
me an Urtath’s letter to Mufa;us, requeftiug that 
he would inflitl on me fuch corredbon as he 

ft 

judged proportionate to the offence. He Tead 
the letter, reprefented my tranfgrefllon to me 
very calmly, though very forcibly, and then or- 
dered a flick to be brought from the wootl-hoiif'e. 
The flick was brought — it was a willow 
which had grown fomevvhat crooked. He look- 
ed at it with a fmile, took me by the arm, gave 
me fevera! fmart flrokes over the back and 
fliouklcrs, and then very coolly, and with an air 
of the Litmofl: politenefs, begged my pardon foi 
having ufed a crooked weapon. 

This piece of banter wounded me much more 
deeply than the fevered: chaflifement. 1 never 
forgot it, and reminding him of the circumflance 
fome years after, we laughed, at it logelhcr very 
heartily. [ mull however obferve, and Mufa:us 
bimfelf acknowieclgcd the fame thing, tliat ti(4 
is a very improper mode of correclion for any 
tutor to pradtife. Nothing is fo exafperating 
to the young mind as farcafm, nor does any thing 
w'eaken the force of chaflifement like its being 
accompanied with infult. For myfelf I muft 
cgpfefs, that my bofom was for many weeks irh- 

prefl'ed 
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preffed with a ftrong feeling of refentment at 
this humiliation, nor perhaps had it eafily been 
got over, had I not been fo long accuftomed 
to love and rcfpeft Mufa.'us, that I fcarLdly knew 
how to regard him with other fenfations^ and a 
few words of encouragement to my talents, which 
from his mouth I always confidered as invaluable,* 
ihorlly after finally fealed his pardon. 

VVliiic 1 was in the fecond clafs, I made ano^ 
thcr . iort ut dramatic writing. I feleclcd Cata- 
Jiiic’b Cwiifitiracy as my fubjc£t, and compofed on 
li a iragcdv of five a£ls, which filled at lead half 
a quire of paper. When it was finiflied, 1 ap- 
])licd to a fchool-fellow of the name of Hiigel, 
\\ ho was grown up, and was confidered by the 
whole clafs as a great genius, W’ith profound 
humility re(jiielling him to read m-y production, 
and fubjoin his remarks upon it at the end. 
This he <lid, :md puffed his fentence in the follow- 
ing words: “ Very well, only a man cannot 
'' addrefs one whom he calls my Lord, as 

^‘»THOIJ ?” 

In a moment the refpect 1 had entertain- 
»'d for this fublime gcilius, as he was called, 

^ To addrcls a perfon of rank in Germany as tHou is coa- 
fidered as a very flagrant violation of proprie**y. The proper 
mode of addrefb is in the third perfon plural. Translator, 

vaniflied. 
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vaniHied, and was degraded into compafTion. 
From the pieces I bad feen performed, founded 
upon Grecian and Roman ttorics, I knew per- 
fectly well that it was not only admiffible, but 
even cijftomary, among thofe nations to addrefs all 
perfons, how exalted foever their Nations, in the 
ftyle I had ufed, and I therefore fettled the matter 
to my own entire- fatisfa£Uon, that fince the great 
Hiigcl could not find any other fault with my 
tragedy, it was confoquently faultlefs. Had Eck- 
hofbeen then at Weimar, 1 verily believe my 
vanity had even led me with great humility 
to offer him the piece for reprefentation, and 
humbly to requeft that he would himfelf under- 
take the part of Cicero. 

My happieft efforts were commonly fmall 
poems, in which feeling was the predominant 
feature, and even now I recolIe£l with a foft and 
foothing pleafure, fome verfes I once made upon 
•my excellent mother’s birth-day. Our inufic- 
mafler fet them, my lifter was to fing them to her 
harpfichord, I accompanying her with my flute, 
and our mafter with the bafs. All this was ar- 
ranged, the performance rehearfed in private, 
and on the morning df the appointed day we 
furprifed my mother with our little cantata. 
Happy the man who can boaft like feenes of lov? 
and innocence ftored up in his memory! They 

Ve 
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are medicines preferved in a fmall cheft which 

may remain long unopened, but when the foul 
is in a ftate of fufFering, we apply to the precious 
drops, and find them a falutary balfam. 

§ 

In that tender age 'when the mind, like a yoilng 
tree, bends with every blaft, whatever it produces 
is mere imitation. I am convinced indeed, that 
original ideas are fcarcely to be expefted from 
any man before he arrives at the age of maturity. 
For myfelf I can fafely fay, that all the produc- 
tions of my early years were compofed on hints 
taken from others, commonly from the laH thing 
1 had read. 

At that time the dnlraas of Brandes were in 
confiderable repute, for amid the barren watte 
of our dramatic literature it was confoling to 
meet with a Angle flower, even though, no more 
than a pale violet. I wrote a comedy, which 
I called, ^//’s IVell that Ends Well, and which, 
unlefs I deceive myfelf, ftrongly, , refembled the 
Gmnt von Oljbach. Madame Wattel, , one of 
my principal charafters, was formed on the 
exa£t model of Madame Wandel. Goethe was 
then a frequent vifitor at our houfe. He heard 
of my comedy, and was^fo condefeending, or fo 
polite, as to defire to read it'. This gave my 
nx>ther infinite delight, and perhaps the pleaiuig 

her 
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her was his principal view in making the requeft- 
Never have I fiuce heard or feen any thing of^ 
it, but it mud have been no fniall tax upon his 
pi.rienc<rif he ever wafted any time in reading it. 

I 

This extraordinary man was however always 
* extremely kind to me in my boyifti years. 
ufed to permit me to make fnares for birds in 
his garden, as I was a no lefs ardent fportfman 
than poet. When 1 went thither by fix in the 
morning, or indeed fometimes earlier, to fee 
whether I had caught a fieldfare or a redbreaft, 
he would come and talk to me with great 
affability, and exhort ntc- to diligence in my 
lludics. He perhaps has long ago forgotten fo 
trilling a circumftance, but I can never forget 
it, fince every word that fell from his lips was, 
in my opinion, deferving.of the deepeft attention, 
•and made a much ftronger impreflion upon me 
than all the common place admonitionsof the mafs 
of my fchool-preceptors. 

Goethe had at that time juft •\\Titten his charm- 
ing little dramatic piece. Tie Bret Amt. -It was 
performed at a private theatre at Weimar, he 
himfelf playing Williatft, and my filler, Mariana, 
while to me — yes, to me, was allotted the im- 
portant part of the Poftillion. My readers may 
eafily imagine with what exultation I trod the 

ftage. 
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ftage, for the firfl time, before the mighty public 
itfelf. I enquired of every body I faw, Whether 
or not I had done juftice to my charafler ? — ^The 
ungrateful wretches ! they Icarcely remembered 
the appearance of fuch an inhgnificant ^eing as 
the Poftillion. - 

It was about that period that I firft read 
Goethe’s Werthcr. I cannot find words to 
deferibe the overpowering emotions excited in 
my foul by this wonderful, philofophical romance. 
From that moment 1 conceived fo enthufiaftic 
an attachment to its author, that at his requeft 
1 would even readily have run my hands into the 
fire to feck for his loft flioe-buckle. 

Another poet, whofe works are replete with 
paflion and animation, was alfo our frequent 
gueft. This was Klinger. To a fine and manly 
figure, he united a certain honefty and ardour 
of temper that charmed me irrefiftibly. With 
him and Mufajus I once made a pedeftrian ex- 
curfion to Gotha, to which I always reenr with 
the greateft plcafure. This early ahd conftant 
intcrcourfe With fuCh illuftrious charaflers afford- 
ed opportunities for cultivating what talents- •! 
poffeffed, of Which I. fhould have been highly 
culpable not to have availed myfelf^ for giviiig 
them all the poli^ the foundation would adhiit. 

They 
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They were advantages indeed of which few 
young authors can ever boaft. 

I* wa? now removed into the highcft clafs, 
in which the deceafed Hcinfe firft infpired me 
with a tafte for the Latin language. In the 
'other clafles I had regarded the acquifition of 
this branch of learning as fo much an affair of 
mere mechanifra, that it was impoffible it fhould 
communicate any pleafure to the mind. But 
in their leifure hours Heinfe ufed to read Terence 
with the pupilSj and in fo mafterly a manner, 
that no particle of the true attic poignancy was 
loft. This alone, of all our ftudies in the .firft 
clafs, afforded me any entertainment. The mifer- 
iable logic we learned from an old fcholaftic, 
the dull lectures cm Zopfs dry Univerfal Hiftory, 
and many other things taught in the fchool-hours, 
gave me fuch an inveterate naufea, that I fcarcely 
did any thing all the time but flily read romances 
beneath my cloak. 

At length the day arrived in which I was to .be- 
come a lludent of the great Academy at Jena; 
I was indeed fcarcely fixteen years old when 
removed thithen For a while I was only a half 
fcholar, fince I did not attend at the cbllege-meals. 
The ftudy of the dead and living languages was 
my princip'al obje^ during the firft year. The 

high 
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high idea of the Latio tongue .which 1 
ceiled on becoming acquainted with«|'cKH!i4i9» 
was confiderably increaf^d as 1 proceeded in my 
•ftudies at Jena. ^etdeberg,> at that tih)c <34ie 
of the ailiftants there, but now profedbr at Heli»» 
ftadt, read leftj^es in Horace for an hour im* 
mediately after dinner. 1 cannot fay tliat thii 
time wasfejie^h^d with particular judgment, imce, 
ui tlie fummer months efpecially,, j^thing lefs 
than the high entertainment we received from 
thc^edurcs could have prevented our frequently 
taking a nap. Weideberg entered with true 
philofophictd tafte into the fpirit of the poe^ 
and feparated with the niceft difcriminatton the 
beauty of the thoughts from that of the diftion. 

With the French langua^^ I had been a dab* 
bier from my childhood, but in Jena| made gni»t 
proficiency in it. Boulet, the worthy old Bpulet, 
was no common teacher of languages. Perfe^ly 
acquainted with the beft authors of his century,,' 
from which he always extrafted the fineft paf- 
fages, no one knew fo well as hiiqfelf how to in- 
'troduce them in an appropriate manner.^ , jfle had 
befidcs a mo^dmirable talent at feafoniqg bis in* 
flrudions with wit and bUropur, and the happy turn 
of hi]^ thoughts was inexhauftible. My decided pre- 
ference for the French language and French authors 
yiras acqui;2;d entirely f^om him. Fo/, however 

'E ' fbrange 
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the confeflion may appear from one tvbo 
i^npt only bimfelf a German* but even a Gerrnan 
writer j yet I muft own, that in the department 
of tbe^ellcs-Lettres, and particularly in the eafy 
and concife manner in which their biftorical and 
philofophical works are written^ I think we are 
far behind the French. This perhaps is princi- 
pally to be alcribed to the hcavincfs and harlhncfs 
of our language. 

Yet it appears now extremely probable, that 
their revolution may make fuch a fiagnation in 
literature, that time may be allowed us to get the 
ftart of them even in thefe departments, and that 
before France fliall again produce fuch hiftorians 
and ' philofophcrs as have been niurturcd in her 
bofom, we may boaft more than one Schiller in 
the former line, more than one Garve in the 
latter. Italian I learned of Signor Valenti, and 
under his tuition hrft became acquainted with 
Ariofto, 

Nor did my love for the drama remain en- 
tirely without gratification at Jena. At the 
time of my arrival I found a private theatre 
jud inftitu^ among , the Auden t$ «t)^re, and it 
very naturally became a primaiy objeft of my 
effort to procure admillion as a member of it. 
The youdg ladies of the Academies always 

declined 
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declined performing' among u$ at this’ 

In this I muft eonfels that I think the/ * 
right, though the necieffitj that 'hence arele of 
dreffing young lads ih women’s clothes^ walfewfy ' 
difadvantageous to the performance. ^Notwith^ ’ 
ftanding they might be yet without beards’#'*’ 
and fcarcely have attained to' the manly coun- * 
tcnance, it was impolfible but that they muft 
make v^y awkward figures in this change 
of garment and character. On account of my 
youth, women’s characters were frequently al-* 
lotted to me, and I cannot now recolleCt with- 
out laughing, having been drefled in a large 
hoop to play Madame von Schmerling, in GrolT- 
mann’s. Not more than Six Difies. Many a 
Twain have I had kneeling at my feet, as I fup* 
ported the chfiraCter of many a young and tender 
damfel. 

Befides all my other purfuits, I ftill continued 
to forge rhymes, which 1 dignified with the name 
of poetry, and it fo happened that within the 
firft twelve months of my academical career, I 
inet both with encouragement and humiliation 
in the progrefs of my Parnalhan flights. The 
latter arofe from my propenfity to imitation not 
being yet cxtiuguiflied. 

Having for ftwAc time applied myfelf clofcly 
to ftudying Wieland’s ftyle* of poetry, I began 
, • . « E 2 X to 
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that fince his veiies were To foiqoth and 
,to read, they muft confequenfly be very 
eafy to coinpofe. I therefore wrote yf Winter's 
Tale 4n two days, transcribed it over fair on the 
third, and on the fourth difpatehed it by the poft 
to Wieland, wkb an uilentatioully modeft letter, 
foliciting with great eonfidence a place for my 
effspring in the German Mercury. 

It may eafily be fuppofed ,that Wieland had 
concerns upon his hands of much greater im- 
portance than the anfwering of my letter. I 
was not indeed perfe£tly fatished at its remain- 
ing unanfwered, but was, however, willing to 
pardim this negligence, provided I Should fee my 
production in print a ^tisfaCiion 1 had not the 
finalleft doubt of receiving. Every month there- 
fore I expected the appearance of the Mercuiy, 
with excefs of impatience, and eagerly ran over 
the lift of its contents,, alfored of folding my 
Winter's Tale, In the firft month I confoled 
ttiy&lf for my difappointed hopes, by^ the con- 
Fi^ioii that Wieland- had only poftponed the 
ktfertkui pf my produCtioj^ from a fuper-abun- 
dance of materials. But when, firft a quarter, 
then half a year, . pafied on, and ftill no tale 
appeared, I was vain and abfurd enough to 
p^jpade ^ myfelf for a moment, that Wieland 
Iwough envy wiflied to fupprefs my growing 
talents.- . 

. .1 do 
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I j^o not attempt tp veil my vreaknelft ‘^'1 
ye up a mirror, y6 poetafters, in Which td 
yourfelves ! — Tyro years after, when my xeafon 
was foraewhht more matured, 1 feat^ Wiblaad 
another poem, called Ra/pA and Guido, aecom'' 
panied by a really modeft anonymous letter. 
My humility was then rewarded by the plea- 
fure of feeing my offsjM’ing inferred in the very 
next number. 


But, as 1 hinted above, at the fame time that 
my pride was fo mortified with regard to my* 
fVinter's Tale, another circumfiance happened, 
which gave me great encouragement, and almoft 
effaced the chagrin of my difappointment in the 
former inftance. A ftudenfof the name of 
Gether was drowned bathing in the Saale, and 
the extreme afflidion into which his Intimate 
friend Schuettdorf was plunged by bis untimely 
fate, excited univerfal compaflion. Without 
being acquainted with either of the parties, I 
wrote fome verfes upon this affefling fut^efi^ 
which were printed by Schuettdorf himfefi^ mid 
fet to mufic by a compofer of great tafte, of the 
name of Heinhard. 

■» 

Of three poems occafionqd by this melancholy 
cataftrophe, I was Battered with the afliurance 
that mine was ^l^difputably the beft. This pre* 

femnee. 
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ference, united with the inexpreflible pleafure 
derived from feeing myfelf for the firft time in 
print, was quite fuiiicient to expunge all humi- 
liating recollections, and I became more ardently 
devoted to the mufes than ever, ' 

The firft; year of my ftay at Jena was juft 
expired, when my fifter married and fettled at 
Duifburg upon the Rhine. From affeCtion to her, 
and that (he might not be immediately feparated 
from all her iriends and relations, I accompanied 
her home, promifing at the fame time to fpend 
a year at this duodecimo univerfity. The jour- 
ney to Duifburg furnilhed my imagination with a 
great variety of new images, fince, in the courfe 
of it, I faw the celebrated town of Caflel, enriched 
by fo many works of art, Frankfort on the Maine, 
and'above all, the glorious feenery that' nature 
prefents along the banks of the Rhine from the 
place where we entered our yacht till we arrived 
at Cologne. Whoever wiflies to make an expe- 
riment upon himfelf, whether or not he has any 
turn for poetry, muft take this jouniey, and 
if he do not in the courfe of it find the poetical 
vein irrefiftibly burft forth, he may give up the 
point at once. 

cannot forbear here inferting a humorous 
iecdote that occurred in the" courfe of our 

peregri- 
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perpgrinations. At Caflel we happ^6<i.^^c> 
cidentally to lodge in the fame hotel with AhhMt 
the player, who had formerly been almoft the 
god of my idolatry at Weimar, and who now 
Carried on his profelhon in the hrft-meationed 
town. The refpefl I had then conceived for 
his perfon was not by any means cxtinguiflied, 
and the moment I efpied him at the /a^/e d^hdity 
I was all attention, nor could think any more of 
eating or drinking. 

On that day Ariadne of Naxos was to be per- 
formed. He was talking of it at table, and 
regretting the fmallnefs of hisftage and fcantiaefs 
of the decorations ; in particular he complained 
heavily of the want of a fun. But fuddenly tutur 
ing to my filler, who was fcarcely lefs attentive* 
to him than ni} fclf, this Thefeus, whofe head^was 
already “ filvcred o’er with- age,” faid, with all 
the gallantry of a knight-errant in the good old 
days of chivalry, “ But if you, Madam, would 
be fo obliging as to hand in the back ground, 
we ihould have no occafion for any othCT fun.” 

It was enough. At fo ridiculous a hyperbole 
my profound refpefl vanlilicd in a moment as 
with the ftrokc of an enchanter’s rod. I looked 
at him earnehly, fmiled, and returned to eating 
py dinner with an excellent appetite. 


One 
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mjr firft anxieties at Duifburg waf to 
Miftitute a private theatre^ ' I did not experience 
much difficulty in colle^ing^ together a number 
of * young men, all perfectly ready. to ftrut their 
hours as kings, as: heroes, as <generals. A more 
arduous talk was to find a place fuited to. our 
reprefentations. This little town,, as is very 
commonly the cafe with little towns, was en- 
veloped by a thick cloud of prejudices. The 
few who polfclfed tafte had no room large 
enough to anfwer our purpofe, and thofe who 
had rooms would not fufier them to undergo 
fuch profanation. 

,In this diftrefs, from whom will it be fup- 
pofed we received afliltance ? — But that would 
‘never be gueffed. It was even from the venerx 
able fathers of the convent of the Minorets. 
With the utnioft courtefy and poUtenefs they 
offered us the ufc of their cloifter, attended at 
our rehearfals, laughed at bur jokes, and related 
with no»fmall pleafure how they themfelves had 
formerly played feripture^s-ftories. Indeed, truth ^ 
obliges me to confefs, that in general among 
the catholic Ibcpherds of fouls, I have ftfund 
Icfs ecclefiaftical bigotry, than among the'pef- 
tors of the Protell'ant Church, The momentvthat 
the ben^dkat tibi Dminus is pronounced over the 
latter,^ihey feem to conlider themfelves 9$ beings 

of 
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of^ fuperior order ; the former never forg«ti)|hat 
they are men i and iU in matters of ^tb, thejp are 
fomewhat intolerant, they certainly pra£iife much 
more forbearance towards the frailties hnihaq 
nature. Hell is indeed equally their bugbear fmr 
frightening their deluded fellow*creatures, bat 
with them there is flill fome hope of efcaping 
h:om it 3 whereas, with the Protefiant, ^tis once 
there, and always there. In fhort, whoever is 
condemned to fall into the hands of a prieff, 
will ft.ind a much better chance with a monk 
than with a fiij^erintendant. 

In the cloillcr of the Minorets’ Convent, to the 
adouithment, the delight, and the* fcandal of the 
Duifburg public, we performed the play of Th$ 
Reuals. Since the creation of the world, never 
probably was the cloifter of a convent fo pro* 
faned ; and whoever had feen fuch a place 
crowded with females drelTed in their beft attire, 
might well have alked himfelf, ** Where am 
“ 1?— Ib this a dream, or am Ideally within mo- 
“ naftic walls?” 

The moft ridiculous part of the ftory was, that 
for want oi* a fufHcicnt ndmber of perfbrmersi, 1 
played two characters— no lefs than Julia, and 

the 
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<hej|QUiig fquire Ackerlaud*. Wherever llj^efe 
two were to appear together* I providently 
made fuch alterations as would adapt it to 
my' purpofe j and in the [^Damfel’s charafter 
I wore, the drefs of an Amazon, fo con- 
trived, as that it could be changed in an inftant 
when I was to make my appearance as the 
clownilh Squire. After thefe and the like 
falhions did I compel every difficulty to vaniffi 
before my theatrical rage. 

But Hill, in writing, my mind did not emit 
one fpark of originality. A romance, which I 
began at Duilburg, was the exact counterpart of 
Sofihys Jmrney'frm Memel to Saxony. No more 
than four fliects of this were ever completed. 
Two other produ£tions I did finifli, but only to 
receive two new mortifications. The firft was a 
comedy called The Ring ; or, Jvarice u the Root 
of all Evil-, founded, as ufual, upon an old and 
worn out ftory. A young woman, fuppofed to 
be dead, was, 1^ defire pf her lover, buried 
with a valuable ring he had prefented to her, 
upon her finger, which, in the night, the ghoftly 

* Probably this was SheridanS admirable comedy of the 
Rivals, and a millake is here made in calling the charadter 
Ackerland inftead of Acres. Or perhaps the name may be al- 
tered in the German tranflation. Transi. atqr. 

father 
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fatiihjer comes to take away^ when Hie aw|diij||^t 0 
his no fmall aftoniihmeut and CQnfution. *' • 

This piece' 1 had the -aiTurance to fend to 
Schroeder, who returned it with a veiy polite 
letter of reje£Mon, which I received even at thfe^ 
moment that f ‘\yas meditating' in triumphant 
exultation on the vaft honours that- awaited’ me 
upon its performance. I railed unmercifully at 
Schroeder, for not underftanding bis own interell 
better; and, in the warmth of my indignation, 
quarrelled with the ungrateful dramatic mufe, 
whom I refolved to forfwear for ever. To conr 
foie myfelf, I immediately wrote a romance of 
eight or . ten Iheets, which, in my own. opinion, 
was no way inferior to Werther. The ftory was, 
indeed, much more horrible, -finee the hero 
threw himfelf from a rock, and was daflied in 
pieces. 


Weigand, at Leipfick, was at that time prin- 
cipal accoitch^r to 'all the falhionabte romances, 
and to him therefore was my offspring fent for 
his deciOon upon its merits. For fomo time I 
haftened anxioufly twice in the week to the Poff, 
tn hopes of receiving tidmgs of my darling. At 
laft came a letter,’ and a letter only, by which' 
it,, was plain that m'y manufeript was pot re« 
fnrned, and I inftantly concluded certam^. 
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tbatjt was already configned to the pref}. 
Think, then, with what humiliation and confu* 
.lion, on opening the letter, I read that Mr. Wei* 
gand was amply fupplled with fuch articles for 
feveral fairs to come, and that my manufcript 
Ihould be at my fervice, whenever I would have 
the goodnefs to pay the poftage. 

This latter claufe was added, becaufe, in full 
ccmfidence of the value of my merchandize, I 
had fent the parcel unfranked, meaning the car* 
uage to be dedu£ted from the profits of the 
work. He doubtlcfs fuppofed, that here he 
had me fecurc, and that from paternal affeftion 
I Ihould readily pay vshatever was neceflary. 
for the releafe of my child. But he was 
terribly miftaken. What ? lliould my hero not 
merely throw himfelf from a rock for nothing, 
but mull I even pay for it ? — No : this was too 
much ! — this was a humiliation not to be en* 
dured ! 

1 cannot deny, but that I had been very glad 
to have my manufcript again in my own polTef* 
lion, lince I had no other copy of it. Like a 
true genius, I had fent ft to feek its fortune as it 
was firll written off, without a lingle corre£lion 
or emend^ltion i for I thought the public fulfi* 
oeg^tlji^Mioured by-receiving any thing^from n^y 

pe«w 
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pen> no matter how hurried or incorred tl^ 
duiSiion — a fpecies of arrogance and imper^Wb^ 
to which puerile authors are too much additled. 
But ’tis well known, that we fons of the Miifes 
are feldom overftocked with money $ and> add> 
ed therefore to my indignant feelings' on the 
fubje£t, I thought it more prudent, with regard* 
to my pocket, to leave the precious treari'ure in 
pawn: and there, perhaps, it lies at this mo- 
ment, unlefs Mr. Weigand, to indemnify him* 
felf as far as poflible for the poftage, may have 
fold it to the paftry-cook for baking tarts. If 
fuch has been its fate, I can only regret that I 
have not partaken of the tarts myfelf. 

In the year 1779 , I returned to Jena, and 
applied myfelf with tolerable diligence to ftudy* 
ing the law. The old II— — , who entertained 

his audience with ribaldry j the dry S , who 

never in his life produced but two jokes, which 
he was continually repeating, and at which 
nobody laughed but hirafelf ; the prqjlng taftelefs 

W j and the worthy, but uncouth, Sch ^ 

were my preceptors. I attended leflures on 
hiftory from Muller, who could not utter a pe- 
riod without introducing, the words with under t 
no manner whether they had any bufinefs there 
or not. Logic and metaphyfics 1 iludied with 

Coun- 
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CounfelloF Ulnc*, who had then no compe- 
titor in this department j and I continued *t(!> 
improve myfelf in languages under Boulet and 
• Valfnti.* My leifure hours were devoted heart 
and foul to the private theatre. 

. About that time, I produced a tragedy, called 
Charlotte Ftanky which, miferable as it was, 
would probably in thefe days have drawn upon 
me the honour of perfecution. The ftory was of 
a Prince, who in hunting, accidentally faw the 
daughter of a country-clergyman, and inftantly 
fell in love with her. He contrived to carry her 
off ; but flic being alfo beloved by another young 
man of a fiery and impetuous difpofitipn, the 
Prince was ultimately fliot by the dcfpairing 
lover. One of the charafters was a fort of 
Marinelli, a hanger-on of the Prince’s, and in 
cofturne a very miferable copy of a captain of 
huffars. The country-clergyman was a no lefs 
miferable imitation of Odoardo. 

\ 

Be that as it may, I foccceded in porfuading 
our company to perform my drama, and Wolf, 
the deceafed chapel-maftcr, was fo obliging as 

* This not mean a counfellor, according to the idea of 
the word in England, but an Aiilic Counfellor, a mere title of 
honour Conferred verylaviflily in Germany.-^TRANSLAXOR. 


to 
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to compofe a very fine Adagio for it. Thk%iB 
placed while the hero of the piece was af his 
prayers, and was by far the bed thing in the whole 
performance. 1 myfelf perfonated the Pirince; 
but alas ! when at lad 1 ought to have been 
Ihot, the pidol mifled fire. Againd this* emer* 
gency, however, my murderer was prepared, 

as he had armed hinifelf alfo with a dagger ; but 
1 was fo eager to die, that 1 fell at ^fight of the 
pidol before I had time to perceive the difader; 
The hero, however, threw himfelf upon my 

prematurely dead body, and equally refolved 
to kill, as I was to die, gave me fevcral def* 
perate dabs with the dagger. The curtain 
dropped, and the audience were very fparing 
of their applaufe. 

Soon after, I ventured upon a comedy* which 
I called fVwes a-la-mode^ This fucceeded much 
better than my tragedy ; aild, if 1 am not mif- 
taken, contained fome drokes of genuine comic 
humour. Several anecdotes of the town were 
covertly interfperfed in it, and thefe obtained the 
piece’ more applaufe than perhaps it deferved. 

This fuccefs was but.^oo grateful to farcallic 
youth, and fatally contributed towards confirm^ 
ing me in an unfortunate propenfity I always 
had to fatire. 1 have rarely, however, fuffered 

myfeii 
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lajrfelf to indolge in this fpecies of writings 
and 1 can truly fay^ that when I have« it' 'has 
never been to gratify fpleen or ill-nature. Yet, 
iince 1' arrived at years of maturity, it has been 
the caufe of embittering many l^urs of my 
life. Satire is like the fiing of a bee, the 
ftinger thinks no more of it after it be paft, 
but he leaves his weapon behind, which ran* 
kies probably for ever within the breafi: of the 
avminded perlbn. 

Take warning then from me, ye, who are en- 
tering on the career of authoilhip, and Ihun 
this dangerous path. A malicious audience, it 
is true, will fmile upon you on all fides, while 
perhaps at the fame moment they are aiming 
the heavieft ftrokes againft you in fccret. And 
(hould this iketch have the happy elTeft of de- 
terring but one perfon from falling into fo delu* 
five a fnarc, I am content — my trouble is amply 
repaid. 

I muft not here omit mentioning a poetical 
club, inftituted by myfelf and fomeof my friends } ' 
fiom which, belides its affording us many very 
pleafatit hours, we derived much real advan- 
tage. We met occalionally to read together 
little pieces of our own produfUon. Thefe 
w^e afterwards fent round to all the members 

for 
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for their feveral remarks, which were difcuiTed 
at the next meeting. After fome time, our 
inftitution received a very great acceflion from 
the Aulic Counfellor Schutz being prevailed 
upon to become our prefident. It may^ eafily 
be fupp'ofed, how much the confcioufnefs that 
our works were to pafs under the infpe£tioa 
of fo excellent a judge, Simulated our zeal. 
He was extremely candid to our defefts, and 
fet an example as a critic, which,- forry am I to 
fay, the critical corps, at whofe head he now 
Hands, have not thought proper to follow. 

In my eighteenth year, I was admitted a mem- 
ber of the German focicty at Jena, which I then 
confidered as a very high honour — an error I 
have long fince retraced. Of the effays read in 
that affembly, I recolleft only one, which con- 
tained an elaborate defence of the Emperor Ju- 
lian. But I remember alfo, that even in thofe 
days the filly tales invented by various fefits of 
religionifts, and the blood-thirfty rancour with 
which they perfecuted each other, excited my 
utmoft abhorrence. 

Some months, fpent very*pleafantly during the 
fummer, in frequent vifits to the garden of Clipp- 
ftein, gave exiftence to a fmall collection of 
poems, which, by means of my friend Mufaus* 
F were 
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wefe printed by W at E — I cautioufly 

avoid mentioning either the title of the collec- 
tion, or the name of the publiflier, fince the 
curiofity of fome readers might be fufficiently 
awakened to induce a wifli of bringing the babe 
once more into light, by which I am confeious 
that I fliould be no gainer. At that time, 
however, the publication gave me inexprefliblc 
fatisfa£tion, and I eagerly fearched every cata- 
logue that fell into my hands, in hopes of find- 
ing my beloved volume among the lift. 

Whence comes it that we feel fuch exquifite 
fenfations of delight on our admiftion into 
the fanHtm fanSlorum of authorfliip ? By what 
claim does the young author regard his firft 
publication as a credential to the public ? Does 
he confider the art of embodving the effufions 
of his imagination lb as to render them vili- 
blc to others, in the light of an acquired meiit? 
Docs he forget, that poets, equally with mecha- 
nics, have been born beneath- a roof of ftraw? 
That the organization of the frame, and the irri- 
tability of the nerves, or the activity of thcii 
juices, if juices they have, conftitutc the wonder- 
ful variety we ’behold -in mental propenlitics, 
or what is commonly called talent ; confeqaent- 
ly, that the art of writing poetry can. be as 
little efteemed a merit of his own acquilition as 
corporeal ftrength or beauty ? 


lu 
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In order to give a public proof ’that I was not 
trifling away my time folely witl\ the belles- 
lettres, I clofed my academical career at Jena, 
in my nineteenth year, with taking the cllarafter 
of an opponent at a doftor’s degree. Soon after* 
I returned to Weimar, where I ftudied tKe Pan- 
dc6ls with extreme diligence, was examined by 
the principals in the law, and admitted as an ad- 
vocate. Here, while I was waiting for clients, 
I continued to be myfelf a zealous client of the 
Mufcs. 

Two or three years before, a fatirical ballad 
had efcaped my pen, reflefting, perhaps unjufli- 
fiably, upon the fair of Weimar, To atone for 
this tranfgreffion was now my firft objeft, 
and I fung their beauties, and their virtues, in 
fuch elaborate llrains as I hoped would entirely 
efface all unpleafant recolleftions. My offence 
originated in the following circumftance. 

A figure-dancer had been exhibiting his feats 
at Weimar, who had a Angular art of difplay- 
Ing his fine Herculean form to the utmoft_ pof- 
fible advantage, by the great variety of his 
attitudes, and the gracefijl movements of his 
body. Scandal foon began to be bufy in buzzing 
about the town, a report that he had made a 
deep impreflion on the hearts of many o ' our 
F 2 ladies. 
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ladies. This rumour reaching my ears, a 
thought ftruck me to make the llory, no nlat- 
ter whether true or falfe, - the fubje£t of a ridi- 
culous parody on Burger’s ballad of the Women 
of Weinjherg ; and I muft own, that after a lapfe 
of iixteen years, I ftill confider it as one of the 
' beft pieces of humour I ever produced. But in 
proportion to its merit was its offence ; and the 
more credit it gained, fo much more did it draw 
upon me the heavy indignation of every fe- 
male in the town. A certain Mr. B , who 

paffed for a good poet, and valued himfelf not 
a little upon his poetical talents, took upon him- 
felf to be the ladies’ champion, and did me the 
honour of making me the fubjeft of another bal- 
lad, in which I was pretty feverely handled : a 
very proper chaftifement for calling reflexions 
upon the whole fex, when perhaps not one de- 
ferv’cd cenfure, or even ridicule *. 

The 

* Though the ftory of the ff^omen tf irtinjlerg Is well 
known, it may not, perhaps, be unacceptable to the reader, to 
be prelcnred with Burger’s ballad upon the fiibjeA. It were 
to be wiihed, that Kotzebue’s parody could alfo be fuD- 
joined. 

And tell me, then, w^re Weinlberg Ues, 
mud be a bonny place, 

Tdr the wives and maids once fav’d the town. 

When the town was In |3tc0us cafe. 

And Ihould 1 e’er be minded to woo, 

To Weiniberg 1 a w’ooing would go. 

Th# 
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The fummer after my return from Jena was 
one of the happieft periods of my life, fince I 

. then 


The Emperor Conrad once, weVe toldy 
Had ta’en umbrage with the town. 

And with horfe and foot all clad in Heel, 

In terrible force came down. 

With foot and horfe furrounded the walls, 

And battered them forely with bombs and bal 

And when, in fpite of his fierce afTail, 

The people withflood his aim $ 

While his bofom with direA fury buniM, 

He bade his herald proclaim, 

That when the ill-fated town fhould fall, 

The fword fliould extirpate one and all. 

’Twas fad to lift to his threat'nings dire 
Proclaim’d 6y the trumpet’s found. 

And difmal fhrieks and groans were heard 
In the houfes and flreets around. 

Vor fcanty was now become their ftire. 

And counfel, alas ! was ftiU more rare. 

Oh woe ! oh woe ! on our haplefs town ! 
bn us is deep fcath and woe ! 

And they fang their Kyrit Elifony 
To deftruSion, alas ! we go ! 

Oh woe! oh woe! on our haplefs town! 

For foon its walls muft he batter’d down! 

But when man’s refources alf are gone. 

When hit plans and fchemes have fail’d, 

To refcue his life he oft has found, 

Have female ftincies avail’d. 

For priefts and women, where’er we go, 

Are far the wUieft things we know. 

A maiden, 
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then firft enjoyed the entire and confidently 
friendfhip of the admirable Mufae'us. I have al- 
. ready 


A maiden, betroth’d but yefterday, 

Did her neighbours around her call. 

And hinted a plan to favc the town, 

Which ftraight was follow’d by all. 

And Lobefan was the maiden’s name, 

As high it (lands recorded by fame. 

Then at midnight’s (liil and folemn hour, 
When the earth was mold witli dew, 

The wives and maids repair’d to the camp, 
For pardon and grace to fue. 

And they knelt before the Emp’ror’s feet, 

And they begged fo foft, and begged fo fweet, 

Till leave they gain’d at the morning’s dawn, 
With their treafurcs to quit the place ; 

J3ut all that then remain’d in the town 
Should the fword and fire erafe, 

And (ince no more their pray’rs could obtain, 
They backward hied to their homes again. 

But 1(’ ! u hen the dawn next morning broke, 
’Twas a glorious fight to fee! 

The wives and the maidens ail ^ame forth 
Each tott’ring with bpided knee. 

Not beneath the weight of bag or fack, 

But of huibands and brothers all pick-a-back. 

And now enrag’d, thi courtiers fought 
Tlieir devices to counteract; 

But an Emperor, mighty Conrad, fpake, 

His word mu ft never retra6t, 

And bravo! bravo! the monai’ch he cried. 

May all our women aft thus when tiled* 
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ready related^ in ray fketch of this worthy man’s 
life, that we ufed to meet daily in his garden. 
We wrote together at the fame table, ufing the 
fame ink-glafs, and even now I feem to behold 
the pleafant and good-natured fraile that illu- 
mined his countenance, the animation that 
beamed from his eyes, when he was about to 
commit to writing fome humorous idea that had 
llruck his fancy. He generally read over to me 
in the evening what he had written in the courfe 
of the day, though fometimes this entertainment 
was deferred to the end of the week. Was it 
then furprizing, that as I had already endea- 
voured to imitate Wieland and Brandes, Goethe 
and Hermes, P fliould now be (truck with a paf- 
lion for taking Mufsus as my model ? 


The town he pardon'd, and gave a feaft, 

Such nobic deeds to repay. 

And there was trumpet and kettle-drum. 

And iinglng and dancing gay» 
ile gave a feaft, the women to pleafe, 

And all were invited of all degrees* 

Ah, tell me then where Wcinlberg lies, 

It mud be a bonny place; 

For the wives and maids once fav’d the towOf 
When the town was in piteous cafe. 

And (hoiild I e’er be minded to woo, 

Fo Weinlberg I a wooing would go. 


About 
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About that time, Wittekind of Eifenach .had 
formed a plan for publifhing a miiceilaneous 
work, confiding of tales, poems, &c. which was 
intended to be very voluminous, and to which 
he had given fome common-pla&e Xitle that I 
iBive now forgotten. 1 was invited by him to 
become an adidant in this publication ; but to 
,thatl would not confent, unlefs I had permif- 
lion to give it a more attra£tive name. The 
publidier made no difficulty of complying with 
my terms, and 1 accordingly baptized , the child 
•by the name of Ganymede for the latemry World. 
1 wrote a preface for the fird volume, and con- 
tributed towards it, /, a Hjfiory in FragmentSy 
into which I endeavoured to transfufe Mufaeus’s 
original turn of thought and dyle: how well I 
fucceeded may eafily be imagined. This was the 
fird and lad concern I had with Mr. Wittekind 
and his woik; though, if I am not midaken, it 
is dill continued. By meeting with it fometimes 
in looking over catalogues, 1 am reminded of the 
fins of my youth. 

My fecond prpduftion this dimmer was a col- 
leiStiun of tales. Thefe were publilhed by Dyck 
at Leipfick, and were honoured with being 
printed in a very elegant manner. He has fince 
conferred another honour upon them wholly 
onesided by me, and not (juite fo fetisfac* 

tory. 
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toc/y Id repuUifliing them without my know* 
ledge or confent, confiderably altered and. en- 
larged. A few weeks ago, wilhingtq form ‘a 
complete colle£tion of my works, I fent to Leip- 
fick, among other things, for this infignificant 
production. I opened it, and began reading;, 
when, to i^y ailonifliment, I found there was a 
great deal of which i had not the llighteft recol- 
lection. I could not imagine how it could happen, 
that 1 had fo totally forgotten what was writ- 
ten by myfelf. I read on : but my furprize only 
increafed ; for ftill what 1 was reading feemed in 
great meafure new to me, till at length 1 was 
thoroughly convinced, that many things were 
introduced of which 1 was not the author. By 
degrees, memory alTifted me to feparate my own 
from foreign property; and, at the end of the 
retrofpeCl i was equally convinced, that not only 
was I made refponlible for no lefs than a hundred 
and fifty-three pages, not a word of which I had 
written, but alfo that much really of my own 
compofition was omitted. 

Let me not be fuppofed thus publicly to notice 
this circumftatice, from the filly vanity of con& 
dering what I did myfelf h of fo fuperior a 
ture, that it rauft necelTarUy be disfiguredi Iw 
thefe aidditiona and alterations. I will readily 
allow, on the contrary, that from tho infitrio- 

,rity 
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rity ot my own part, it could only be confidereo^s 
a foil to the reft. But in what a light muft 1 appear 
to the waiters of the added pieces, ftiould my book 
ever fall accidentally into their hands, and they 
ihould fee their own children fent into the world 
^undermy name ? Muft 1 not be juftly cpnfidered as 
the moft lhamelefs and contemptible of all plagi- 
arifts, or rather as a literary impoftor? And what 
belides, muft Wcifle, the Receiver of the military 
contributions, whom 1 have not the honour of 
knowing even by fight, think of feeing a poem 
addrefled to him with the familiarity of an old 
acquaintance ? 

Finally, what {hall we fay to the publillier 
himfelf? In the year 1780, when this work was 
firft printed, he engaged, in cafe of its coming 
to a new edition, to pay me a fixed additional 
fum by the flieet for reviling and correfting it ; 
yet he has publiftied this new and enlarged edi- 
tion even without my knowledge. The whole 
tranfa£tion is every way incomprehenfible, and is 
perhaps a circumftance that never happened be- 
fore to a living author. After much reflexion, 
I can find one only pofilble folution of it. A 
great part of the origmal edition of my tales, 
which certainly w'ere not of a firft rate kind, 
might perbilps remain as ufclefs lumber upon the 
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publiAier’s hands, as might alfo be the tafe witlt*' 
fome other work now confolidated with naine. 
But Ance my name has become more. known, 
and has acquired fome degree of reputation, he 
thought the time was arrived for indemnifying 
himfelf for this double lofs, fo, melting his two oU , 
Aiopkeepcrs together, has fent them out to feek 
their fortune, as the work of the author now the 
mod popular. As a mercantile* fpeculation, I 
mud own this procedure to be ingenious, bnt 
I cannot poflibly admire it as a matter of prin» 
ciple. 

Yet, in confideration of the joyous day pur* 
chafed with the money I received for the fird 
publication of my talcs, I pardon the fubfequent 
offence. It was on my mother’s birth-day, and 
to the lad moment of my life I fliall call up the 
recollefiion with tranfport. In a garden, deco* 
rated with garlands of flowers, part of which 
were formed into the initials of our names, I 
furprized her with a rural entertainment. In the 
preparations for this, the good Mufsus, who was 
always eaget to promote fuch innocent amufe* 
ments, had bufied himfelf extremely f A dage 
was formed by live hedges, upon which a ihoit 
and affefling little drama was performed bjr • 
fome children ; foft mulic played among the 
trees and Ihrubs, and in the evening the whole 

garden 
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garden was illuminated with coloured lamps. » It 
was the happiefl; day I ever experienced. Even 
miVy t}\ie recolledion brings tears into my eyes> 
lince that I faw tears of tranfport Handing 
in thofc of my mother. Yes! Dyck is par- 
, <i<med t 

The third child I brought forth in Mufaeus’s 
fummer-houfe, was a comedy in three a£ls, called 
Triple Fevo. Paflages and llngle fcenes were 
not amifs. It was written with the intention of 
being played at a private theatre at Weimar, 
after the Duchefs's delivery, but unluckily only 
in cafe of her prefenting the world with a Prince; 
and as it was her royal pleafure on this occafion 
perverfely to produce a daughter, the perform- 
ance fell to the ground, nor has the piece ever 
appeared in print. 

Befides thefe produftions, I wrote, about the 
fame time, at the requeft of a very worthy man 
who honoured me with his friendlhip, fome criti- 
cifms in a literary publication. If thefe bore . 
the fiamp of iipmature youth, at leaft they were 
free from any fymptoms of the fliamelefs critical 
acumen dealt out fo lilierally by maturcr writers 
^ the prefent days. 



LITE OF KOT22BV^t 

In the Autumn of 1781, 1 went to Petetfh»jrg*». 
The celebrated poet Lenz, authw of the 
Menoza, was my predeceiTor in the office tjc> 
which 1 was now appointed. He had excited, 
much diflfatisfadtion in his poft, inftead of 
attending regularly to the neceflary public bull' 
nefs, his attention was frequently diverted to a 
poem he was writing, for which there was no 
neceffity at all. 1 refolved, therefore, to taJco 
warning from his example, and avoiding the rock 
upon which he had fplit, to forego the ,Mufes 
entirely i but Hoturam fi fund ex/teUas. An entire, 
half year indeed elapfed, in which, adhering 
firmly to my refolution, my fuperiors could not 
entertain the lead fufpicion that a fpark of poetry 
illumined my bread, or that my name had ever 
appeared in the catalogues for Leipfick fair. 
This rcferve, on the fubjeft of my literary attain- 
ments, originated in obfervations 1 had myfelf 


^ It does not dire Aly appear, cither from Kotzebue’s own 
writings, oi* elfcwhere, In what capacity he now went td the 
Kuflian capital. He certainly was for fome years Preiident of 
the High College of JuAiLc in the territory ot Ehftland, in the 
Ruffian province of Livonia ; but, From w hat follows, it (boul^ 
rather appear, that he did not enjoV this office till Be w^nt to 
refideat Reval; confequently, that his original appointments 
from the Ruffian government was*of a diff(;rent nature* ^^lur 
deed, he mentions himfelf, in a fubfequent paffiige, as being ^ 
under the celebrated General Bawr, which corr6boratei 
opinion that he had fome other poft h^fore his preftdency. 

TitAVSLAToa. 

^ xqade; 
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made ; by which I was convinced, that in the 
world at large, a being who underftands nothing 
but how to make rhymes, is confidcred, and per<» 
haps juftly, as of very little account. 

* # 

An accidental occurrence, however, once more 
irrefiftibly drew forth my vanity fiom under the 
charitable controul of reafon. The great and 
excellent engineer, Geiseral Bawr, palling through 
Riga, met by chance with the colIe£tion of tales 
already noticed. The name caught his imme- 
diate attention ; he ftarted, and enquiring par- 
ticulars refpc£ting the author, learned to his no 
fmall furprize that it was the fame Kotzebue 
who then laboured, under him, at a very different 
fpecies of employment. He purchafed the book, 
brought it back with him to Pcterlburg, and 
one day at table produced it unexpc 61 edly. The 
colour that inftantly rofc in m^ face betrayed 
me, and the applaufe I received on this occafion 
blew the embers, ftill fmotheiing in my bofom, 
again into a blaze. 

* 

By degrees I refumed the delightful occupa- 
tion of devoting my Icifiirc-hours, w hich indeed 
were but few, to my old literary purfults. A 
Gennan^. theatre had been for fome little time 
effabliOicd at Peteriburg, but on a very indifferent 
footing.^ A lady, of the name of. Teller, was the 

onlv 
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only one among the performers who poflefled 
any real talents for the ftage. The next in 
rank to her, for ability, was Fiala,^a fpecimen 
fufhcient to give an idea of their general' medio* 
crity. The receipts of the houfe were ve^ fmall, 
and the whole inftitution was on the point ot 
falling to the ground, when the intriguing Fiala 
applied to General Bawr, intreating him, as a 
German, to take it under his protedion, and to 
ufe his influence with the Tzarina for pro> 
curing its enrollment among her Imperial thea* 
tres. This was accordingly done, BawR; under- 
took the direction himfelf, and from that moment 
1 was rcftorcd to my own element. 

1 wrote a tragedy, in five a£ts, called Demetrius^ 
Tzar of Mofeow, taken from the well-known ftory 
of the true or falfe Demetrius, who, according 
to report, was murdered as a child at Uglitfeh, 
but who afterwards appeared fupported by the 
Poles, and dethroned the traitor Boris Godunow. 
The world needs not now to be informed, that the 
beft hiftorians arc divided upon the queflion whe- 
ther or not this Demetrius was an impoftor ? A 
ftrong prejudice was at Icaft awakened in his 
favour, from the w’oman 'who was undoubted 
mother to the child fuppofed to have been 
murdered, burfting into an agony of tears, in the 
midil ot a numerous aflemblv of the people, at 
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beholding the adventurer, as he was cBlIed, 
with the wildeft cffufions of joy acknowledging 
him as her fon. It is however, alas ! but too cer- 
taid, that policy has often engaged even maternal 
tendernefs in its intereft, and thofe tears might not 
improbably be artificially flied by Maria Feodo- 
' rowna, from hatred to the ufurper, and a defire 
of revenging herfelf by contributing in any way 
to his downfal. Be this as it may, I did not 
like, in my capacity of tragedian, to produce an 
impoftor as the hero of my piece, and accord- 
ingly I fupported his being really the dethroned 
Prince. 

When my drama was completed, I read it to a 
fmall but chofen circle. The then Prnflian Am- 
bafiador at the RulTian court, and the Prefident of 
the Academy of Aits and Sciences at Petcriburg, 
men of acknowledged and diftinguilhed taile in 
literature, were among my audience. The piece 
was approved, probably more from the indul- 
gence of my hearers than from its own merit. 
Such, at lead, is the imprefiion 1 now have 
upon the fubje£l, as 1 Ihould by no means 
venture at prcfent to bring it upon the ftagc. 
General Bawr ordered it to be immediately per- 
formed, and very fplendid drefles and decora- 
tions, after the old Ruffian coilume, were pre- 
pad^ for it. 


2 


As 
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As the Tzarina had confign^' t^e entire ma> 
nagement of the theatre to Bawr» be thought 
hie own fiat fufHcient, and that it'tsi^ unoece^ 
fary to lay the manofcript before thtt ifoeatrfoai 
cenfor. But this piece of negligence newely 
proved the overthrow of all my tranfports. At 
the intended day of reprefentation approached* ’ 
and had been announced in the public prints* 
the Governor of the Police fent one morning to 
the theatre, prohibiting the performance. Flala, 
thunderflruck, hallcncd to General Bhwr, and 
the General to the Governor, to affure him tbat 
my tragedy was pcri'efl:ly inoffenfive. But 
this fignified little. It appeared, that Peter the 
Great had ilTuedan Ukafe, exprefsly declaring 
Demetrius an impodor ; and this being dill in 
force, was more inconteftible evidence againd 
him, tlian the tears of his mother were in his 
favour. In vain did I urge, that I was wholly 
ignorant of the cxiftence of fuch an Ukafe : it 
was dill alkcd how I dared, in the,very face of an 
Imperial decree, to prefent my hero to the public 
under the title of Tzar of Mofeow. 

Edecm and cortfidcraiion for General Bawr, 
however, at length remov^d*evcn this difficulty, 
and the Governor of the Police confented to 
the reprefentation of wgr play, yet not without 
previoufly fending an bi^er to me with an in- 
G jun^ion 
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jun£iion to makcf*fuch alterations, as that Deme’ 
trius fhould be publicly unmaiked, and difplaycd 
before all the people in his true character of an 
impoftof. Mortified to the laft degree at the 
idea of thus mutilating my offspring, F repre- 
fented to the officer that the piece might as well 
‘ be thrown at onee into the fire ; but my remon- 
ffrances were of no avail, he refolutely infilled 
that this trifling alteration Ihould be made. My 
only refource was in another application to the 
General, who once more Hood my friend, and 
finally procured a compromife of the matter. 
The performance of the piece, as I had written 
it, was pcnniltcd, on condition of my making, 
in my own porfon, a folcmn declaration that 1 
was firmly convinced of Demetrius’ impoft^urc, 
and in reprefenting the matter otherwife in my 
play, had only been guilty .of a poetical licence. 

All obftacics being thus at laft removed, 
my unfortunate tragedy was performed before 
a numerous audience, whofe curiofity was con- 
fiderably increafed by fo many demurs. It was 
received w'ith an applaufe to which the forbear- 
ance generally praCtifed towards youth could alone 
give me any preterifion. 

Soon after I w rote a comedy, The Nun and the 
Chambermaid, that proved extremely fuccefsful, 

though 
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though from a very different caufe. The aboli* 
tioh of Convents, in which Jofeph the Second 
was then deeply engaged, and the blockade of 
the Dutch fleet in the Texel by an Englifli fqua- 
dron, furniflied materials for the plot, and much 
as thefe events attradted the public attention, 
a piece founded on them could fcarcely fail to’ 
pleafo. Added to this, it was be} ond all com- 
parifon better played than Demetrius. 

A fliort time before, fome author from Vienna, 

I know not his name, had written a comedy, 
which had the good fortune to pleafe the 
T/arina, and rtie teftified her approbation by 
making him a hj\ndfome prefent. 1 therefore 
cxpedled that Count Cobentzel, the Imperial 
AmbalTador at Peterfburgh, w’ould have taken 
lliis opportunity of returning her Majefty’s com- 
pliment, nor did the idea originate folely in my 
own Idly \anity, (ince he had cxprcflTed a wifli 
to be allow'cd a copy for the theatre at Vienna. 
This requeft I thought would not admit of any 
other tonftrufclion than fuch an intended compli- 
ment, as the innate w orth of the thing would by 
no means aiithoiife it, and I therefore eagerly 
put into Ills hands the only copy 1 had referved 
for myfelf. But nc\cr to this moment have 1 
heal d another word upon the fubje£l. Perhaps 
m) patron’s death, winch happened (hortly after, 

G 2 V was 
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was the principal caufe of this filence, fince now 
the fame publicity coulrf not have attended any 
. aS of n^unificcnce fhewnjnpon'the occafion. In 
fhort, on'e copy of my play was thus loft, and tin' 
promptw foon after running away with that 
.bclonsin? to the theatre, I was whdlh and cn- 
tirely deprived ofthe babe. This was undoubt- 
edly a matter of fmall importance, ajnl 1 only 
mention it left the manufeript ihoiild lal! iut'* the 
hands of any of our gain-lhirfty bt.oku ll- 
might, unlefs warned againft it, confign u uith 
out mercy to his profs. Should fir h be th'. t -ife, 
I here enter my folcinn protift again!! its ,inb- 
lication. 

I now engaged in an undert. iking which pro\' d 
of confiderablc utility, though altcnded with litile 
trouble. Among the vaft tlinmg of j)oriodioal 
works that inundate Gerinanv, a verv fmall num- 
her then made their wav to Peterfburijli, and 
even they were little rtadj indeed, to own the 
truth, a few numbers c-veepted, they contained 
little worth attention. What things d’d merit 
perufal I therefore fcleftcd, and printed them 
monthly in a good fized jtamphlet. Several vo- 
lumes of this workjVhich, after my dcparturcr 
was continued by another editor, hav-e appeared, 
and been favourably received at Pcterlburgh, a.s 
Veil as in fome of the provinces. In this tvork, 

befid'**' 
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beftlcs fovcral unpubliflicd cffays of ray own, I 
inferted fome fpccimcns of The Sufferings of the 
Family of Ortenber", a ft>mance on ^ which I was 
then employed. 

« 

111 the lear 1782, fomc of m) friends who had • 
influence at court, had fixed their minds on 
cflablifliing me in a poft, to which they thought 
it would prove a ftrong recommendation in my 
favour, were 1 to write a volume of moral tales 
and fables for young princes, and dedicate it to 
the Grand Duke’s Son. Never having felt with- 
in myfelf any propenfity to this fpecies of poetry, 

1 helitatcd much about fuch an undertaking, but 
tince it was to ferve as a vehicle for future pro- 
motion, 1 at length refolvcd tQ make the expert- 
pi-nt. • 

I iiniM diately mentioned the idea to my puh- 
liflicr at ibtctllnirgh, a worthy man, but who 
not being a perfon of great talents himfelf, re- 
garded V hat little 1 polfelled with a degree of 
enthufiafin. He engaged, without a moment’s 
liefitation, not only to lake my fables, but to 
pnblilh them in a very fpleudid manner, and had 
fcarccly patience to wait for beginning to print, 
till I had properly correiled the firft fliects. He 
came to me daily, and at laft almolt leized upon 
the copy, ^d fept it ofif to the prefs. Tlie fables 

were 
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were printed on the fineft vellum paper, witft a 
copper-plate to each, even though it did not ex- 
tend beyond one oftavo page. Four Iheets were 
thus finiflicd off in the greateft haftc, when he 
brought them to me with an air of extreme cxul- 
'tation ; and indeed as to what concerned outward 
fliew he had fomc rcafon to exult. 

But how much was I fliockod, when i-n care- 
fully examining their intrinfic worth, led }ierhn])s 
to inveftigate this the more niinulely from the 
fplcndour their external appearance, 1 could 
not but be fenfible that not one rofe above me- 
diocrity! I became immediately convinced that 
I had no talent for this fpeties of writing, and 
1 therefore refolvcd not to profectitc a })lan by 
which I ihould only expofe myfclf; fo, paying the 
publilher all that he had lavilhed in thefe ex- 
penlive decorations, the work was configned to 
eternal oblivion. 

Oh ye ! who have fo often and fo bitterly re- 
proached me with vanity, now behold I give you 
the lie. The re-purchafe of my fables coft me 
many hundred roubles, but my felf-love never 
breathed a lingle figh over their deftruclion. 

I come now to the period of my life that I 
paffed at Reval. During the firft fuitittier of my 

refidencc 
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rclidence there, I fpent the greateft part of every 
day in the delicious lhady walks belonging to the 
jL'aftle of Catherinenthal, and read morp than I 
•wrote. In the autumn I vifited for the lirft time 
the difnial and dreary environs of Kiekely abound- 
ing with forefts and moraffes. Yet, through the, 
enchanting fmiles of alFeftion, and the genial 
warmth of friendfliip, even this miferable country 
was transformed into a paradife. 

■ " Ye worthy ! ye excellent people among whom • 
I then lived ! in your circle I learned that mortal 
man may be far happier in fuch a fpot, though 
furrounded by the growling of bears, and the 
howling of wolves, than in the midft of poliflied 
focicty environed by the honied tongues of hy- 
pocrites and flatterers. Your forefls were inha- 
bited by beads of prey, but calumny dwelt not 
in their dens } frogs and toads croaked in-youif 
nioraflcs, but envy had not reared her altar in the 
midft of them. The lime-trees indeed aflurtied 
not their lovely verdure till the fpring was far 
advanced, and the rofes wf re even more tardy in 
unfolding their fwccls, • but innocence and joy 
were perennial plants in your gardens, The foil 
was fparing of its fruits, but benevolence needtt 
not abundance ! A grofehen * is a rich pcefont 

A grofehen i.s a fmall coin, wWh aboyt two-pence Bnglilh 
py>uey.-»>^TaAN!>i.ATO«, . 
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when moiftened with the tear of iympathy, 9nd 
a louis d’or has no value without it. Oh fieet- 
•* in|[ timej fcatter, if thou wilt, the reft of thefe 
pages to the winds of heaven, only let this one 
• — this on which I now inferibe the beloved names 
^of Frederick and Sophia Helena Rofe — ^let this 
one remain untouched ! for thou wouldft fnatch 
it from the altai of virtue and affection, on which 
I place it as an oftering of gratitude. 

Neither did the Parnaftian maids refufe to 
embellilh this foreft. The two firft dramas I ever 
wrote, which I confidcr as poffeffing fome degree 
of real met it. Tie Hermit of Formentera, and Ade- 
laide of tVulfittgen, were written at Kiekel. The 
former we played among ourfelves, and this 
private performance revived my paffion for the 
ftage with even encreafed violence. To that 
paflion Reval was indebted for the inftitution 
of an excellent private theatre, which produced 
both a£tors and afitreftes of no common talents 
It was opened with a comedy of mme, called 
Every Fool has hiu Cap. As a true German, I 
could not yet wholly fliake off my propenfity to 
imitation, and this piece had much the fame 
^gree of refemblance to Molicre’s Avare, as a 
fii^ar figure has to thofe made in bifeuit at Dref- 

* Some accouat of this theatre is fubjoined at the end of 
the valuffle,-~— TaANstATOR. 

^jden. 
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d^. For this reafoa I keep lt«ihag4n my drawee 
with a variety of other papers. 

1 cannot now recollect through what cafualty 
I firft conceived the idea of writing the-hiftory of 
Hetiry the Lion, Duke of Ermfwick, a hero whoi^ 
various, and, in many refpefts, romantic fate, 
always inlcrefted me extremely. On a journey 
which I took through a part of Germany, in the 
y<^r 1785 , among other places 1 vifited Wolfen- 
buttel and Hanover. With a view to my in- 
tended work, I carefully fearched the libraries of 
thofe places, rummaging over old chronicles and 
legends for many weeks together, writing and 
re-writing, till at length I might venture to aifert 
that I w^ln poffeflion of a very competent ftore 
of materials for my undertaking. I had even 
gone fo far, as abfolutcly to have prepared fome 
detached parts of the hiftory, when two woiks 
appearing nearly together, the one hiftorical, the 
other a fort of romance, in both of which Duke 
Henry was ond of the moft confpicuous perfon- 
ages, my plan was entirely laid ahde. 

I now once more enlifted among the corps of 
journalifts, by the publication of a monthly work 
for the benefit of the territory where 1 then re- 
iided. To this I affixed the whimfical title, Fw 
the Mind and Heart. It was carried pn for, a 
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year, but did not receive fufficicnt fupport 
encourage the profccuting it farther. .Some 
• pieces written for this work are pubiiflicd in the 
four volumes of my mifcellaneous writings. 

Another, and much more important idea fooii 
after, for awhile occupied my whole attention 
I wanted to write an ample treatife upon The 
JJonour and Dt/honctii, the Fame, both tempo) al au^l 
poftku/HOUSy of all Ttmes and all ya/ions. 

I 

1 tonfidor it as fomc merit ever to have pro- 
jedted grand a work, even though I found my 
powers not equal to the carr)ing it into execu- 
tion. The idea of it was, befidcs, productive of 
real advantage to me in other refpefts. ^It fprvcd 
to exercife my talents, to give me more juft con- 
ceptions of my ow'n ])ow'ers, and was the occa- 
lion of my reading many a hiftorical and philofo- 
phical work, which perhaps otherwife had never 
engaged my attention. In .ftiort, the colledting 
mateiials for it, was the fourcc of abundant in- 
ftruftion to my mind. Never therefore flialt- 1 
repent the unwearied diligence with which this 
idea was for awhile purfued, nor the pumb^rlers 
hours fpent upon it. The only thing I repent is, 
that I was induced fomc time after to print, 
though not in it^ original form, a part of the 

worK^ 
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work, which treated 0/ Nobility. But more on 
this fubjeft hereafter. 

B 

In the autumn of 1787, 1 was firft feized with 
an illnefb, which for feveral years held me fut 
pended between death, and what is perhaps ftiJI 
more to be deprecated than death itfelf, the 
apprehenfion of finking into a confirmed •melan- 
choly. It was during the height of this diforder 
that I wrote Mtjanthropy and Repentance, and Thf 
indtans ui Et'gUind. Theft* tw'O pieces were fin-^ 
ifhed in the fpace of not more than eight or nine 
weeks. Never, either before, or fince, did 1 teel 
fuch a rapid flow of ideas and imagery as during 
that period, and I believe it to be undeniable, 
that by fomo kinds of illnefs, particularly thofe 
in which the irritation of’the nerves is increafed, 
the powers of the mind are abundantly elevated, 
as difeafed muftles alone produce pearls. 

In the year 1789, 1 wrote The Virgin of the Sun, 
The Natural Son, and Brother Maurice the Humouri/l. 

I alfo proceeded in the colleftion of my mifcel- 
laneous writings. The little romance of The 
Dangerous Wager, was apother production the 
fame year* It was occafloned by a friendly joke, 
and if many a hypocritical flioulder be flirugged,, 
<'r many a hypocritical eye be.roUed at it, it is yet 
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by no pieans contemptible, as the eifuhon of»a 
fportive moment. 

Many very abfurd things have been fald and 
written upon the fubje£l of Mifantkropy and Re- 
pfHtrnce. Among other accufations brought 
againll me, it has been urged that 1 have not 
adminitlcrcd ftiici poetical juftice, in granting 
unqualiilcd pardon to Eulalia, and reftoring fo 
great a ciimlnal to her ftation in fociety and to 
evcxy jov of life *. But no one feems to have 
confidcic.! il.c dicadful punifliment Ihe has necef- 
farily ircurrctl from the reflexion upon her owp 
mife induct, or to have examined whether any 
pardon couid releafe her from thofc refleflions, 
and whotlicr a woman with fuch a mind, labour- 
ing undi r the preflure of a fullied confcience, 
^.ould evir Iv happy again. To Ziegler f alone 

do 


Xntv itHt u tht obict^tlons that li(i\c brtn made t<* 
the tiior.i!it\ ot Mjantbojty ivul KoUebut ill 111 . 

preface to fhe Kutu,al Son, fajs, he hat bttii v^tll uffiired that 
thii p|j) vas thr means of n claiming a wife who had cjopeil 
from 1ki hi’ /band. — Tr a ^ s l a i or. 

t Fiom Kot/ebue’b preface to The Nohh it appears that 
Ziegler wrote a drama as a cdntiauation to Mifanihojiy 
Reptnimt^e. Upon the fubje^ of this continuation, Kotzebtic 
fa}S, 1 bal^ a fincert value for the growing talents of this 
** youiijifj^et, but I think the greattft part of the mifery which 
he ij^fures.out in fuch abundance to my wedded pair, 
originates folely in his not removing them from their former 

- place 
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tlq thefe ideas appear *at all t6 have fuggefted 
themfelvetj yet his view of the fiibjeft' is ex- 
tremely perverted, and by taking the unjuftifiable 
liberty of recalling Eulalia’s feducer again to- life, 
he has wholly fruftrated the moral in view. I 
therefore wrote The Noble Lie, from which, if I 
have again brought forward a woman deviating 
from chaftity, a fubjeft on which the impure 
imaginations of the critics delight to dwell, I am 
confident as fine a moral may be deduced as ever 
was preached from the pulpit, or reprefented 
upon the ftage. 

As an interefting anecdote never can be ill- 
timed, I truft I may be allowed here to introduce 

place of abode, and fixing; tliem In fome remote and rctiied 
fpot, far from the conveniences, but far a*fo tiom the cndlel. 
firilcb and difcord<» of Ibcicty- Ziegler had an undoubted 
light, if he chofc it, to wiite a continuation of my diama, but 
furely he ought not to have recalled to life, men whom 1 had 
“ piirpofely dtftroyed, and b} this means annihilate one of the 
(liongift motives for Meinau's pardoning hi^ wile. A cir- 
‘‘ cumftaiicc pf which no one ought to lofc fight in judging 
of my drama.’* Kotzebue therefore in cdnlcquence of hiv 
difapprobation of the plan Z/ieglcr followed, wrote I'he 
Lie^ in w hie h he reds Eulalia’s iHihappinefs folcly ujjon her 
own reflexions. In this icfpeX the moral of the piece, ab he 
himfelf obferves, is liighly to be approved. In another relpec> 
it is not quite To unexceptionable.** A Li r never* can be No 6 l 
but muft neceflarily degrade its framer, by wliatcver motives 
it may iiave been induced, and a man like Meinau could fcarcely 
expeX tlmt fo poor a device as he praXifed, would calm the 
feU-rcproaches of a liiicere penitent.—— Translato it. 

otie. 
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One, related to 'me by a perfon of great cre^l* 
bility, and which, though I cannot undertake* to 
pledge myfelf for its veracity, ' I have reafon to 
believe tfue. At the time when Mijanthro^y and 
Repentance was played very frequently at Vienna, 
the following fquib was one morning found in the 
finiptror Jofeph the Second's audience-chamber. 
“In -this place is performed daily, Mifanthrop'}/ 
WITHOUT Repentance.^' One of the fevereft, 
and I am inclined to think, one of the moft un- 
deferx cd farcafms ever put forth againft a perfon 
in that exalted llation. 

At my return from Pyrraont, where I fpent fome 
time in the )car 1790, I, unluckily for myfelf, 
dipped my pen in foreign gall, and wrote fome 
Iheets, of which I can truly fay, that they were, 
alas! damned to too much renown. On thefe J 
have fufficiently explained myfelf in a periodical 
publication; and can only now add, that 1 ftiH 
retain the fentiraents I then delivered, and con- 
fider every wmrd there written as the purefl 
truth. The worthy Zimmermann is now no 
more. It muft not be faid, De mortuis nil nip 
bene, but de mortuis nil nip vere. I have no longer 
either good or evil to hope from him j and I may 
furely be believed, when I repeat from the ful- 
nefs of my heart, that he was an excellent man. 
Perhaps bis eccentricities fometimes led him 

aftray. 
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Q(][ray, but even his weakneffeS were not thofe 
ot a cdhjmon* mind. I could here relate an 
anecdote of him that would excite the utmoil 
aftonifhment in the reader, and almoll "conrtrain 
him to fall down and worlliip the good man’s 
allies. And it fliould be related, were not the 
perfons implicated in it, and who alone could 
pcrfedly underftand me, yet living. 

i?ul enough. — My enthufiafiic admiration of 
.him was no crime, yet the noble fpring was poi- 
foiicd by a foreign hand. I dipped my glafs into 
it, and emptied the baleful contents myfelf!— *• 
Yv.s, I— I alone have been injured by that hate- 
ful adventure, and it is vet fume fatisfaflion to 
my foul, that it cannot be deprived of this Joiamen 
miftTim. 


\\’bile I was niv felf preparing this fcourge to 
embitter my whole life, the arm of fate was in a 
Hill more fatal way awfully extended over me. 
'I'hc bert of wives was fuddenly fnatched from 
this earth, and poignant anguifli for her lofs 
drove me as a fugitive into the wide world. I 
fled to Paris, and remained for half a year amid 
the bullle of that capital, without fo much as 
giving a hint to our ambalTador of my being 
there. But wearied, after a while, with living 
in the midfl; of fuch convullions, I transferred my 

abode 
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abode to Mentz/ which then enjoyed profoujid 
peace and tranquillity. Here I arranged for fhe 
jjrefs a detail of the heavy calamity I had ex- 
perienced, and of my confequent wanderings," 
which was foon after publiflied under the title of 
to Parts, ' 

ft ^ 

On this work, as ufual, an ample (hare of 
abfurd arvd nonfenfical remarks have been made ; 
in particular, it has been cenfured as ah arti- 
ficial defeription of falfe feelings. Upon the 
probable origin of this charge, fo devoid of heart 
and foul, and which 1 feel to be utterly ground - 
Icfs, 1 have reflected much, and I tliink it may 
be traced to the fame fource which produces in 
general fo much moral excrement, to the felf-fuf- 
ficient vanity by which the mafs of mankind are 
always powerfully influenced. Underllanding, 
and feeling, are things polTefled by each individual 
only in the degree juft fufficient to fatisfy himfelf. 
That another excels him in underftanding, many 
a man will acknowledge without hefitation or 
reluctance, fince this is commonly a matter too 
palpable to be eafily denied, and he finds no dif- 
ficulty in confoling himfelf with the idea, that he 
at leaft poflefles the fame improveability of mind 
as the reft of his fpecies, while this allowed 
fuperiority only arifes from the advantages of edu- 
catimi, or of being placed in a more tbrtunate 

fituation 
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fit(ia|ionr in Gfe, an of chance th%t be^c;^ 
readily pard^. But feeling being confidered p 
a gift of nature, he cannot, without humil^taM 
to himfelf, allow another to^olTefsit in afuperinr 
degree ; confequently, if he ^eet yrith any thili^ ^ 
into which the contracted ^ntfibiUdkpf his own ^ 
heart will not permit him to enter, he calls the 
whole matter hCtion, and fatisiies his feIf*love 
with a (hrug of the Ihoutders. Perhaps 1 ought 
to have reflected upon thefe things fooner, and 
reftrained my feelings within my own bofom, nor 
fuflered the impetuous torrent to overflow its 
proper bounds. 

Another defeription of men call in queflion 
the genuinenefs of fuch feelings from mere ma* 
lice. They are fenfibie, that the poignant afflic- 
tion of a hulband deprived of bis heart’s whole 
treafure, niuft excite compafflon and intereft in 
every bread capable of fympathy. Of thefe trea- 
fures, their malignity would gladly rob him } and 
this can only be done by proving that they afb' 
boftowed without reafon. Thence arife the 
malevolent criticKms fo liberally bellowed on 
this book, which yet. Heaven knows 1 was dfCJ ■ 
tated by real anguilh of heart'. This damp it ’ 
undeniably bears, and I call upon any the- tooft 
ingenious flCHonifl;, to write in a fimilar ftyle^ on- 
Icfs placed in a flmilar fltuation. ptit fhdnld 

H eter"' 
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cvur plunge him into cfrtumftances of likc]|' dij^ 
trcfitjliQ will find that |i^t ba$no fliari in dilating 
tlie language employed to defcribe his feelings. 

The critics, either in the Literary Intelligencer, 
or in the ^fiverjal German Library, as I write 
from memory, I cannot pofitively fay which, 
have been guilty of an odious mifreprefentation 
with refpe£l: to one palTage, which I cannot 
here foibear to notice. I have mentioned, as a 
ftriking circumftance, that while 1 was at Paris, 
the taylor who came to take my meafure for a 
fuit of clothes, kept his hat on all the time he 
was with me ; this, I obferved, appeared, even in 
a free country, rather a piece of booriflmefs, 
unlefs the man was a qoaker. The critics, how- 
ever, can find nothing objefitionable in the in- 
cident, but give the world to underftand, that 
the Prejident, giving me that title with a marked 
fneer, only took ofifence with the taylor becaufc 
he confidered him as failing in refpe£f for his 
dignity. I wifli that any one w^ forms this 
judgment would favour me with leading the 
pair<)ge again ; and Ihould he find tlie lead reafon 
to fuppofe' my remark, originated in fuch pue- 
rile vanity, majf .1 be condemned to ra%d Nico- 
lai’s Travels througli But the himlelf 

-Nkoki Ifr'che poblUfaier of oae of the.periodiflU works 
ktetni^ned shove, Tht Qermcm 

' "TaiastATOK. 

couki 
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tiot miflinderftand me : let anyone, ihete- 
fore, judge of what matetfah ftich a heart, muft 
be-compofed. 

This Prefidenty, with which 1 ha^e now b«n 
honoured for ten years, has indeed aflk^ays been a 
Humbling block, and rock of offence to thefe 
fame critics ; though, In fa£l, it is a matter in 
which they can have no concern. I bnce, in 
fome publication, from real modefly, and pure 
love of truth, confefled that I did not con- 
fider myfelf as a fcholar. " How ? no fcholar?” 
obferved the critics, “ and yet a ¥rtJidaaY' Wha|. 
will they not confider as a crime? Had I af- 
fcrted that I was a fcholar, the very fanm gentle- 
men had probably exclaimed, See there the 
** vanity of the man I he thinks he muH be a 
“ fcholar becaufe he is a prefident.” 

Deeply Imprefled with the unbridled puerilities 
of which I hid myfelf been an eye-witnefs among 
the Parifians-if^whifc I refided at Mentz, I wrote" 

* TAe Female Jacobin Ciuby a little piece that I can-» 
not think dellitute of real humdur, though Hu* 
bcr, who is of a direftly oppofite political creed 
with myfelf, has fdllen upon It fo Unmercifully. 
Yet let me here avow, that ! deteft every fpecies 
of tyranny no lefs heartily than does Huber 
himfelf, as I have fufficienfly evinced in my Pii- 
H2 kfopMcai 
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iojbphical PtBure ^ the Ketgtt of Louts the t Four- 
teenth. Btit I never otn make myfelf the parti- 
san ef any fadion. 

The laft-mentionecl work I fent in manufcript 
to my pubKlher at Strafbourg. This gave occa- 
fion to fbme correfpondence between us, when I 
uniformly found, that his letters were opened 
before they came into my hands. 1 complained 
of this to our minifter at Mentz, who enquired 
into the matter, but could procure me no fatis- 
^£tion : it was affirmed, that they came thither 
opened. Never to this day have I been able to 
trace out by what means it could happen that 
the honour of being fufpe£ted as a fpy, or con- 
cealed Jacobin was conferred upon me ; but it 
appears to be ray hard fate, that while Huber, 
with his affociates, proferibe me as the advo- 
cate of defpotiim, the real fuppor1||fS of that 
monfter confider me as a dangerous democrat, 
whom they cannot watch with too jealous an 
eye. I could cite many extraordinary incidents 
. in corroboration of my portion, if a man alwa}s^ 
dared to (tly ail ibat he can. 

While at Mentz, I was ofblJgcd to commence 
a law-ftnt, the event of which i intended to 
have communicated to the public; (ince, as it 
’"was indituted againit a piratical publiflier, it w'as 

deeply 
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deejiy tntereftbg to every aiMilor) '«» wcU^as to, 
every honeft man. When firft 1 menaced this 
profecution. my pirate was extremely iniblen];, 
and in a manner defied me ; but finding that I 
was very ferious in the matter, he became equally 
crouching, and wrote me a moft fervtle letter, to 
beg my compaifion for a numerous family, who 
muft be ruined, Ihould the profecution be conr> 
tinned. For their lakes 1 pardoned him, and let 
the matter reft, and for their fakes alfo I now 
forbear to mention his name and place of abode. 

During the fame period, 1 wrote Tie Parr^, 
Sultan iVampum; and The Knight of the Matnr. 
Sultan Wampum has, pf all my pieces, been 
the leaft fuctefsful udth the public ; and, ta con- 
fefs the truth, it> is but a moderate performance. 
1 relied much upon the mufic, having been 
accuftomed to fee the wretched productions of 
a Sefatkaneder, aVulpius, and others, extremely 
well received when recommended by the good 
genius of^^ cumpofef. 'Ihc IMerery 
gencer^ true to its fpirit of contradiction, amufes 
itfcif extremejy with my calling Sulti^n Wap* 
pum a burlefque drama, and aflerts it to be one 
of the molt ferious pieces 1 had ever* written. 
Had I called it a drama myfelf, they would have 
ridiculed it as a mere larce. 


Tie 
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Tii Knight cf the ASmr b a ftill inferiorf prO': 
duSlion. The plot> «$ 1 was very lately told, 
is t^en fi^m a romance by Vulpius. <I fo- 
lemnly proteft, however, that if fuch a work 
does exift, I never faw it. In tho firit: place, 
I never thought any thing written by that au- 
thor worth my attention j and, in the fecond 
place, I can account very fatisfa^orily for the 
manner in which 1 came by my ftory. Walter, 
a mulician of great eminence, was defirous of 
compoHng an opera of my writing, a with by 
which I confidered myfelf as much honoured. 
I was perplexed to find a fufaje£t, when Chrift, 
then an a£tor at Mentz, happening to come 
in, and hearing of my embarralTfflent, related 
this fairy tale, which he probably had recently 
been reading. As 1 well knew how little was 
expected of the text in an opera, I thought it 
would anfwer my purpofe as well as any thing 
elfe, and within a fortnight front ^itart time the 
Kaight of the Mirror was iinifhed.. 'Very wil- 
lingly will 1 refign to Mr. Vulpius honour of 
inventing the (lory; and, if he wUhes it, that alfq 
of having tytitten the opera. 

t 

I menUoned, at* the contmencement> of this 
(ketch, that I neVer but once in niiy IHe wrote a 
'^ork at<the iniligation of otbef’ peopliB« This 
my Fragment upon NohUty. 1 could, iay 

much 



Hiu*h upon tl>is fqbju^ jnit I dare pgU it 
were known, and in ti^e, perhaps it ipajir, he 
known, in what an equivocal Htuatlon 1 was 
placed by my perfeverance in certain opinions 1 
had adopted, mifapprehended as they were. To 
that even siy mod con0dential private correfpon* 
dence beoame dangerousl to me : If it were known 
what encouragement I had to engage id this 
work, and from whom it was received — it would 
be conlidered in a very different point of view 
from that in which it now appears, and the wri-' 
ter would be contemplated,, not merely in the 
light of an author, hut in that of a citizen and 
a father. 

• Yet 1 cannot deny, that I have been guiUy of 

fome inflanoes of improper complaifancp in it, 

and thefe the critics have not failed fufScientJy 

to expofe. For one thing only was I unpregar^l, 

tha^his chaftifement fliould be inflifled by a mj^n 

whom I regarded <a$ roy ftcady friend, and whofe 

friendfhi|||| thiqk X had deferved. This, 

has been to me a bitter wU^eably bejma^ 

gined, that 1 refer to awork Isit^ly publilh^ u{)on 

Humaniiy. Had a general lift of all living autho'rs 

been laid before me,. and I*had been defired to 

fcleft froni nroong them the writer of ,this w;ork, 

its real autfrop would have been almoft the ]aft 

i^pon whom my conjeftpres had fallen. This 
^ % * * * 
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is one of thofe'many cruel deceptioni I havCfex- 
perienced in the courfe of my life, which, I can* 
not di^mble it, have occafioned me very fevero 
heart-aches. What are all the daggers aimed by 
the Literary Intelligencer in coniparifon of one ftab 
from the hand of a friend he loved, awaking the 
Deeper from a pleating dream i 

Not Icfs unexpefted and agonizing to me than 
the ftab to futh a Deeper, was the ftroke I re- 
ceived, when Huber, by the publication of his 
mifcellaneous writings, threw aDde the raaflc of 
the critic. When I found that he, in whofe 
company I had paffed fo many pleafant hours— 
he, whofe talcjits I bad fo much admired, and 
whofe acquaintance I had fo highly valued — 
he, who appeared fo warmly attached to me— 
he, vvlio, notwithftanding the general indifference 
he Die wed to my writings, had honoured my Fif- 
giii of the Sum fo far as to enrich it with an ad- 
ditional fccnc, of fuch merit, that I only wiDi I 
had been permitted to publifh it — hejlin a word, 
from whom I parted ifeith a moft cordibl embrace 
— that he was the man who had thruD the dagger 
into mybaffck, 

,I may be toW, perhaps, that a grett diftinfliOn 
Is to be made between the rerhhrks 'of the cri- 
tic, and what pafles in friendly intbreotirfe be- 
tween 
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twtfea two {jrivftfe ‘acquaintance^ * But to me 1 
know it would be impoflible to endeavour to de* 
preciate a man in the eyes of the world, to whom 
in private 1 had made profellions of friend* 
flup and attachment. Good God! if public ap> 
plaufe muft refemble a beautiful woman, to win 
whofe fmiles even a brother, perhaps, muft feek a 
brother’s deftru£):ion, it is no object of my wiflies 
—I renounce it for ever 

But enough on this fubjc£t.«‘— Let me proceed 
to corre£t a paftage in the third volume of jFo/^ 
t€r's Vkws. Speaking of the Englifli Theatre, 
he ihys, The dramas of one KOTZEBUE 
** would pleafe upon the Englifh ftage, with the 
** addition only of a few grains of ialt.” 

Strongly was I inclined on reading this paftage, 
to offer the publiiher a wager that he could not 
produce it in Forfter’s own hand-writing. Nor 
could he poflibly have been offended at my de- 
claring thiBi I would accept of no minor proof of 
its authenticity. Such a fufpenfion of my belief 

* » 

* When I publifli the fecond part of this ft;etc1i« I wflf en- 
deavour to throw feme light upon the probable fotindaiiM of 
this cutique of Huber’s. It appears to me not wholly lncre|iUtt 
that fpleen and ill>natiire at the fuperior fuccefi of a rivat drx^ 
matift may lurk beneath his remarks^ fince it la tWtt the 

^te of his own dramatic productions has not been brilKant ^ 

Author. 

is 
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Is but a tribute due to the elleeni I entertain* 
ed for his deceafed friend. Often have I con> 
fulted ^orfter on my writings, and his judgment 
was always given with a modeily and humility 
peculiarly his own. It is true, that he has found 
things to cenfurc in my dramas, but never did he 
appear to conftder them as wanting fait ; and 
if I muft choofe between regarding this pafTage 
as an interpolation, or believing the worthy Forf- 
ter to have been guilty of tergiverfation, I cer- 
tainly fltall abide by the former opinion. 

• Whatever I have written fince, has been re- 
ceived in a very flattering manner by the public j 
and, as was confequently to be expefled, with 
fcarcely lefs contumely by the critics. I (hall 
only here give a lift of thefe works. 

Count Benyowfkyj or, the Confpiracy of 
Kamtchatka. 

Thp Spaniards in Peru ; or, Death of 
RoUa. ^ 

poverty and Magnanimity. 

TTie Man of Forty« Years Old *. , 

* Tbis b « litde piece in one aA, taken frott the fame French 
/mbt jiiiec at the heautiful KnglUh farce of Tic OwrUttn. . 

• TnAKatAtajs. 

The 



life ojp Komiunvf,. 




^T[lre Negro Slaves. 

'jTie Madcap *, 

The Count of Burgundy. 

The Force of Calumoy* 

Falfe Shame. 

JLa Peyroufe, 

The Youngeft O^sprhig of my Fancy f . 

Many of my dramas have received the dilUn? 
guifhed honour of being tranflated into French, 

* It is difficult to find a term in Englifh th^l exa^ly torre^ 
fponds with the German Da JVtUfang^ the title given to this 
comedy m the original, and figAifying a man full of the tricks 
and frolics of youth. Madcap convey*^ the idea more accurately 
than any other teiin, only that this is liable to the objeAionOf 
being more generally Applied to a female than to a male. Yef 
the authority ot Shakefpeare maybe cited for applying it to the 
latter fex. 

Hrhpre the maiiap duke unde kcpt| 

Whcie It his Ton, 

The niinble.iboted of Wales? 

TAAtrstAtOR, 

t This is a colle£tioii*of inifoelkneous pieetti the 

prefent Iketch of the Author’s life is extradted. Six volume^ 
have already been publilhed at different periods, and it is 
generally underftood that the work k to be coptiQued occafioo* 
dly in the fame way.— ^T kansaatox. 
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Dutch, Danifli, PoIHh, Ruffian, and even Italiftii. 
A new thorn in the fides of the critics 

Not many days ago, I received a letter from 
Mofeow, in which my correfpondent writes : 
** Your drama of The Natural 5o«has been played 
“ here as often, and wdth no Icfs applaufc, than 
** was The Marriage of figaro at Paris. It is well 
** tranflated into Ruffiai^.” 


Is it not fomewhat extraordinary, that at the 
fame time, in fo many different countries, the 
public fhould tnanifeft fo perverted a tafte ? That 
they 'fhould find things worthy of patronage and 
applaufe, on which the Literary Intelligencer has 
[been pleafed to pronounce an irrevocable fentence 
of damnation ?— But hold ! The invcfligation of 


^ To this Iill of* r.ptrons that Lave regarded Kotzebue’s 
works wlrh no flight oVgrte f»f approbation^ be might now 
icltl, and probably \'ouid rdd with a confidcrable degree of 
faiisfaction, the ]',ngl:flu It certainly muft be a genius of 
no common cat., that can thus take the lead on fo many 
of the theatres in Europe j and perhaps for delicate touches 
of nature, which fpeak in the moft forcible manner to every 
heart, Kotzebue may be pronounced almoft unrivalled. If re- 
port may be depended upon, his reputatijj^n as a dramatic wri- 
ter was never higher on the r«ontinent than at the prefeat mo- 
ment^ and while Pizakro coiuinues to dr^w crowded houfes 
at Drory-lanc Theatre every night of its performance, on moft 
principal theatres, in Germany fcarcely any but his 
[■im are now Tr anslator. 
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foi curious a pbsenomenon (hall lie referved for the 
fequel of this woik. 

For the prcfent I have done witfi mjHelf. 
Heaven grant that none of my readers may have 
yawned over this detail of my literary adven- 
tures ! Should I be reproached with having igt-* 
truded a parcel of trifling inlignificant circum- 
llancc'S upon the world — with having, as is faid 
of M.irivauXi/KJ^^r/ mthings in a balance made of a 
jptder'% web. I will not pretend to refute the 
charge. I Ihall only obferve, that, according to 
my ideas, to thofe who make the human heart 
their fludy, nothing can be unintcrelling which 
contributes towards tracing the progrefs of its 
formation, nothing inflgniflcant which tends to 
fliow by what procefs a man comes to be what 
he is, be his talents many or few. Every one 
who fliall purchafe this book, knows beforehand 
what, he is to expefl. Thefe little volumes are 
the Offspring of my Fancy, confequcntly muft be 
compiled after my own humour, not after that 
of other people, unlcfs I mean to falfify their 
title. 

The continuation of this Sketch, which' I in- 
tend to publifh at fome future period, I ihuft re- 
quefl; all its readeis to.confider as a defence 
extorted from me by my calumniators. So oft<m 

•' . , htve 
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have I been dragged by the critics to the l^ar 
of their and my judges, the public, that it would 
appear too much like treating thofe judges with 
indilfference at Icaft, if not with contempt, were 
I entirely to abflain from anfwering their charges. 
In this view of the matter, I have fome claim 
to pardon and indulgence. Yet let me aflure 
tfi&t public to whom I appeal, that no endea- 
vours fliall be omitted on my part, to enliven, as 
far as poflible, fo dry a fubjeft, by ftrewing fome 
flowers in the path, and that I will never lofe 
flght of what Beaumarchais fays with fo much 
juftice — Has a man any claim, becaufe he is in 
“ the right, to give his readers the vapours, and 
“ make his judges yawn with ennui? — Alas ' 
** their situation is already but too irkfome!” 


EKD OF THE LIFE. 
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THE AUTUMN OF 1790 . 
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Her’s it was^ by God commanded. 
When with dire disease oppre^t, 
Still tp calm my bosom's anguish. 
Still to sgotb my soul to test. 


Buaufe.li 
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DEAREST READER, 

I DO not pretend to confider this little 
work as likely to be ufeful, perhaps it 
may not be even entertaining. I write it to 
{both the anguilh of my Ibul — I write it in 
the moil wretched moments of my life. 
'Phe lols of a wife whom 1 loved inexpref- 
(ibly, drove me forth into the wide world. 

• 

I fled the place where my repofe was buried 
for ever — whence angels had cluimed a fif- 
ter’s prelence among theinfelves. A.h ! the 
place I could fly, but the image of my Fre- 
derica followed me every where, and only 
In death, when I fhall prefs the original 
again to my bofom, will jt forfake me. 

’Tis become a matter of indifpenflblc 
ncccflity to my heart to be always talking 

I or 
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or writing of her. The hope of allaying 
my anguifli has placed the pen in my hand 
~but'the form of my beloved wife hovers 
over the paper ; I know not what I (ball 
write, yet I fee plainly it will be only of 
her. 


Ye, who have hearts capable of fympa- 
thy ! — Ye, who have Ibmetimcs dropped a 
tear at the reprefentation of my dramas ! 
if ever I acquired merit in your eyes, re- 
ward it by weeping with me for my be- 
loved Frederica! — Or at leaft fpare your 
cenfures if you take this book into your 
hands, and perhaps do not find in it what 
^ you feek. Indulge me with writing of 
her ! — (purn me not if even the remoteft 
obje£l fiill brings me infcnfibly to her ! — 
Heaven prefer\ e ye all from experiencing 
like afRiftion ! } et if ever a fimilar fate 
Ihould be yours, ye fliall not intreat my 
companion in vain. 


Every hulband who at this moment ftill 

# lfcs his beloved 'wife, who can ftill clafp 
aSedtonately to his bofixn* when he 

reads 
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reads this and thaitks God for the blefhn^ 
yet fpared him, I aik not tears of him — 
yet even he may furely pity me ! — But ye, 
whom a iimilarity of fate draws nearer to 
me i ye, who have loft a hufband or a wife, 
who are not ytt forgotten, let us weep to- * 
gether ! we arc brethren ! To fuch I make 
no excufe for writing a book folely for my- 
felf and a few friends, a book to relieve a 
wounded heart. 

I will at fome time erc6t the faireft mo- 
nument 1 can to my Frederica, but not 
here ! — At prefent I am unequal to the talk. 
When my mind is Ibmewhat more compoled 
1 will wiite the hiftory of our lo\e and of 
our marriage. What a moment will it be 
for I'uch a heart as her’s when I draw alide 
the veil that modefty threw o\er all her 
virtues — Oh, Ihc was lb tiulv, lb inexprelfibly 
good, not from cold realbning, and prin- 
ciple, but from tlie overflow ings of a u arm 
and affecUonate heart ! I ler feelings were 
always noble, for there was not a place in 
her bofom that could harbour an ignoble 
thought. Her heart .and hand v^ere eyer 
1 2 ^cn 



PREFACE. 


« 

open to the relief of dillrefs, Ihe gave freely, 
and always as one human being Ihould give 
to another, as though it had beeh to a brother 
or a lifter. 


It was only laft fpring that on the lirft of 
April I indulged myfclf in a joke, which 
ended in ftill farther proving her benevolence. 
I wrote her an ill-lpelt, illiterate letter, as 
from a poor widow living in a remote part 
of the town, with two half-naked children, 
and no bed to lie on, and who, having heard 
of her goodnel's, implored her afliftance. The 
day was cold and windy, yet my Frederica 
ordered the carriage to be got ready imme- 
diately, and looking out fome clothes and 
linen, let off" for the place. I had run thither 
before ; — I law the carriage coming, but as 
it drew up to a houfe in the luburbs, I began 
to be afraid my trick was dilcovered. Oh 
no ! Ihc only ftopped to buy fome rolls for 
the hungry children, and with thele, her 
bundle of linen, and two roubles in her 
hand, Ihe proceeded Tto the houle pointed out, 
I met her. She was lels angry at 
aMboyilh levity, than concerned that Ihe 



I'REFACE. 


U*t 

Was dilappointed of doing a good action. 
Yet in the eyes of ‘God it was performed 1 
— Oh never will the firft of April Teturn 
without bringing tears into my eyes ! — And 
this was only one inifance out of ten thou- 
fand ! — Such a wife I have poffefled ! liich 
a wife I have loft ! 

You, my cheriflied friends and acquaint- 
ance ! You, to whom I have been able to 
write nothing but my ’wife is dead ! — You 
will receive this book with candour and 
kindnefs, hnce it will tell you what, and 
\\ here I have been, ever fince fate, while 
•it fpared my life, robbed me of all that 
made life valuable ! — Alas ! 1 once thought 
that 1 had loft my greateft trealure when 1* 
loft my health ! — Oh how was I miftaken ! 
Even in the horrible winter of 1788, when 
I laboured under fuch feveie bodily fuffering, 
ftill uith my Frederica by my fide I tafted 
the loothing conlblation of dumeftic joy, 
not to be purchafed by wealth or honours. 
For my lake Ihe renounced all coiApany, 
ail diverfions, and confidered it as no iacri- 
fice to confine herfelf entirely to my fick 

chamber* 
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chamber. If then I was but for a few 
minutes free from anguifh, how ferenc was 
my foul ! how deeply did I feel that all 
other happinels is poor and weak when 
compared u'ith wedded happinefs ! One kil's 
from my wife, one prefllire of her hand 
made even mv moft naufeous medicine'- 
Iwect. 

'I'hus uas (he my fide fupport, when 1 
was loft to every thing elfe, and now that 
1 could again have enjoyed life with hei 
as formerly, now fhe is no more !— But fhc 

as perhaps only a protefting angel font to 
fave me — her errand is accomplifhed, and 
fhe is returned to her bleft abode — yet fht 
* ftill hovers invifibly over me ! — we fhall one 
•lay be re-united ! — Oh fweet lelf-flattery, 
forfakc me not ! in this ho^ic alone can 1 find 
a balfam for my wound«. 

I know not by \n hat name to call thele 
effufions of my heart, 'i'his Ihould be a 
prefaft?— but what relemblancc does it bear 
to ft preface r No matter ! it fpcaks of Frc- 
defrica and my bolbm is relieved ! 


It 
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It was my defign to (late to thee, compal^ 
fionate- reader, what thou wert to expert in 
this book. ’Tis a tour to Paris, yet has it 
no relemblanCe .to the common mafs of 
tours, fince I law nothing but my loft wife ! 
— (he followed me every where ! — (he then 
muft be almoft my (ble theme ! 

Yes, I was for awhile an inhabitant of 
Paris, but of Paris I know very little. The 
principal occurrences during my ftay there, 
1 have noted down in the form of a journal. 
Phis employment has (bothed my wounded 
mind, it has enabled me to (hed tears, 
when my foul wanted (iich relief. When I 
thought that beneficent fource exhaufted, I fat 
dovsn to write, and it flowed again. My 
objefl is attained ! . my delpair has fubfided 
into a calm and gentle forrow ! 


AUGUSTUS VON KOTZEBUE. 




MY FLIGHT TO PARIS. 

IN 

THE AUTUMN OF nm 


my ill ftate of health drove me a^aiii 
to Pyrmont laft fummer, to <lrink of^^ 
falutary fpring, nw beloved tyife, being then m 
the fifth month ^ her pregnancy, remained at 
hpme . Every letter I received from her, and we 
eoinmdhly exchanged three or four letters in the 
week, brought the raoft pleafing accounts of her 
health, and the alTurancc that Hie nad no with 
but for my return. How ardently I participated 
in this wifli may be eafily imagined ! I, there- 
fore, eagerly embraced the firfi momctit wlien 
it was poflible to efcape from the medicinal 
> oke, and flew to her arms. This was in the 
beginning of September. . 

Our firfl: interview was at Gotha. She came 
thither to meet me. My tranfport at beholdiitg; 
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her, our firft embrace, the heart-felt joy with 
which 1 contemplated her blooming cheeks ma- 
nifeftin^ pure health and content, the animation 
that fparkled from her eyes — how prefent arc all 
thefe ideas to niy imagination! How docs my 
fancy love to dwell upon the enchanting images ! 
Fain would my pen deferibe them in equally 
glowing colours ! — But words arc unequal to the 
talk I Y et every one who has a heart can ima- 
gine them all. 

Two months more palfed on. I faw, with 
out alarm, the moment approach when I was to 
be prefented with a new pledge of our love, 
fince no rcafon for alarm then ^peared. 1 did all 
that lay in my pow er to prevem danger : I per 
fuaded my Frederica to take a w’alk with me al 
moft c\'ery day, in the beautiful park at U'cimaj, 
which was indeed her favourite refort. How 
have wc ftrollcd about there arm in arm, in fwcet 
converfation, building caHles in the air, forming 
conjectures on the future, reviewing the pall, and 
enjoying the prefent 1 Sometimes talking of our 
abfent fricnd.s, amufmg ourfelves with fpecula- 
tions on what they might be about at that mo- 
ment, what, and when, they would write to us, 
or wlieit, and when, we ihould fee them again. 


In 
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In the little hut made of the bark of trees, or 
It the waterfall, or upon the bill, or by the three 
pillars, or whore wc look over the meadows in 
the valley as upon a flage — ^have wc often flood 
or fat, contemplating the varied beauties around 
us. Oh, may the fweeteft, the moft refrefhing 
(lew, fall upon ye every morning, ye trees and 
flowers, for, you were witnefles of my happinefs 1 
Ever mayeft thou flourifh and look gay, thou ver- 
dant turf, for thou haft been prefled by the foot- 
fteps of my beloved rvife ! How W’ould flic laugh 
when our W'illiam would fometimes ftand upon 
his head, and fet the little dog barking with co- 
mic cagemefs at fo unufual a fight ? Never, 
never, will a happier couple enjoy thy charms, 
thou lovely fpot. 

Often, too. Lave wc vifited Belvedere, atvj 
Tieffuilh, country-feats near Weimar. Inere 
did w'c fit under a tree, and regale upon new 
milk, while my Frederica rejoiced at finding the 
weather ftill fo warm in the country, that although 
in the month of Oftober, we could remain out in 
the air, whereas at home wc were creeping to the 
fire. Thefe little cxciirfions were always fo plea- 
fant to her, that in every the moft minute inci- 
dent (be found*a fource of delight. 


About 
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About a moSnth before her confinement, flic 
accompanied me to Leipfick fair. She was on 
tliat day uncommonly cheerful and animated, 
and at our return home aflured me, that fac ne- 
ver in her life enjoyed any thing of the kind 
more highly. Oh, what greater delight can the 
world afford than to have contributed to the 
enjoyment of her whom we love ! 

'1 hus, amid a conflant reciprocation of pure 
and innocent happinefs, did the hours pafs on, 
till the moment approached of which neither of 
us entertained the lead apprehenfion. My Fre- 
derica had always enjoyed uninterrupted health, 
her only medicine was ftrawberrics, and never 
fince our abode at Weimar had the apothecary 
been enriched by her to tlie amount of a finglc 

rt'/ ijtr. 


At length, on the eleventh of November, llie 
was fafely and happily delivered of a daughter. 
For the firft three days flic w'as remarkably well, 
was all life and animation, laughing and aifuring 
us that a lying-in was a m^|(|i^joke. Never, die 
faid, had flic been fo well; never, in the firft 
three days, felt a like* appetite, or like freedom 
from pain. In Ihort, every thing feemed ,to pro- 

a her fpetjdy recovery, and the little cloud 
h rouft at fuch a period inevitably for a mo- 
ment 
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ment darken the horizon, feemed entirely dif- 
perfed. Such was her own opinion, as well as 
that of all around her. Ah ! was thei;e tl^en 
on earth a mortal happier than I! The whole 
creation feemed mine, and I its fovereign I Who 
could fuppoie that thefe were to be the laft 
happy days of my life ? 

On the fourteeY^i Hic was fomewhat indif- 
pofed. We believed this to be a matter of no 
I onfequence, only occadoned by the milk, and 
were fatisfied nature relieves hcrfelf in various 
ways. On the fifteenth flic again appeared quite 
well. Still do I fee her, when, after having fpent 
a very uneafy night with the idea of her indifpo- 
fition, at five o’clock in the morning I Hole 
foftly into her chamber, and crejit to the fide of 
her bed, full of anxiety to learn fomc tidings 
of her. She ftretched out her arms to me, and 
raifing hcrfelf up, aflured me that flic was then 
^icrfcclly free from complaint. Oh blefled aflTu- 
rance ! once more my mind was in a ftate of 
compofure. I afterwards read to her a feene 
of a drama 1 was writing, ftir 1 always made 
her unfophifl’icated feelings the teft by whiih I 
proved the real merit or demerit of my works. 
What did not draw a' tear from her eyes, I 
blotted out. Alas ! to whofc feelings can I re* 

fer 
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fer in future !•— My tutelar genius has forfaken 
me ! — my fire is extinguifhed ! 

, • 

She liftuned to me on this morning with hei 
accuilomed attention and pleafurc, flie gave her 
opinion upon the work as ufual, her mind nc\cr 
appealed more clear or acute. Never ' Oh, ne- 
ver will the piece, of w’hich tliis fccnc was a 
part, be finifliedl I (hould ftart back with hor- 
ror, were the fatal pages ever again to fall into 
my hands ' The bare idea of adding another line 
to them gives me a feeling of criminality. I 
( ould not for all the trcafurcs this world affords, 
endure to heai that part repeated which I read 
to her. The recollc£lion of her nod of approba- 
tion as I proceeded, would harrow up my foul ' 
for, oh ! it was the lall ajiproving nod I ever t.in 
receive from her. 

On the fixtcenlh, flic began to complain ol 
excellivc faintnefs, and from this day her fituation 
conftantly grew more alarming. I became ex- 
tremely anxiods about her, and called in the ad- 
vice of my old imiverfit) friend the chief phyfician 
Hufeland, in aid of Mr. Buchholz, who had hi- 
therto been our foie* attendant. The diforder ra- 
pidjPltfiicrcafed, her fever grew hourty higher, 
tudF'lhe >vas at times delirious. Three days, 

which 
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which to me feeiAcd like an eternity, thus palTed 
on, when my anxiety became intolerable. 

• I 

■ « 

On the twentieth, I haftened early in the 
morning to Jena, to call in the afliftance of the 
celebrated Dr. Starke, who was my intimate 
friend, and. of whofe medical Ikill I had the 
higheft opinion. Thus I thought nothing would 
be neglected oh my part to fave -a Jife fo dear — 
and this rc£[e£tion has been my foie fource of 
confolation in the midft of my defpair at her lofs. 
Heaven only knows what I fuffered on this expe- 
dition. My fancy could not forbear to dwell 
on the moll dreadful images which, though then 
merely ideal, were, alas ! but too foon to be rea- 
lized. 

My friend was fo good as to return with me, 
immediately, and I was back again at Weimar, 
accompanied by him, within five hours from my 
departure. He found my Frederica very ill, but 
)et did not think her cafe by any means hope- 
left, and I once more began to breathe freely. 
Cathartics and diaphoretics were adminillered. 
She was become from delirium very pcevilli and 
obllinate, nor would take any thing but from my 
hands. Oh, with what trembling bands did I 
reach her the glafs with the medicine, bat ihe 
^kified me when fiie had taken it, and my foul 

«oal4 
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cexild not but find fome confolation in this tcfli- 
mony, that amid the frowardnefs of difeafe, and 
>vander,ings of diftra£iion, her afFcftion for me 
remained pure and undhninifhed as ever. 

, On this day, nn drama of Mifantfirojiy and 
Kefientance was performed. I mention this cir- 
cumftance only to introduce an anecdote, wliich, 
even amid the anguiili I then eiidured, gave me 
a fenfation of pleafure. About eighty of the 
Itudents at Jena came over to fee the jilay 
It was tlie ufual cnllom of thefe young men, 
upon fuch occalions, after having attended the 
theatre, to have a jolly fupper together ^me- 
wlicie, and about inidnight'to return home, not 
without much noife, and hallooing and clapping, 
all which we ufed to hear in full perfcflion, as 
.their route laj through the ftreet vvheic I lived. 
On this night alone, not a fingle carriage or horfe 
palled mv houfe, the whole party went (|uictlv 
out of town by fome other road, that they 
might not difturb mv fullering w ife. I mentioned 
this circumftnnce to her in the morning — flic 
feemed pleafod with ti.e attelition, and I take this 
opportunity of publicly returning my grateful 
acknowledgment to the gentlemen for it, 

the twenty-firft and twenty-fccond, my 
Ffvdcrica continued much the fame. I fent..in 

esprefs 
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cxpr^fs both mQming$ to Dr. -Slftirke^ with an 
account of the fitoatton of hi$, patent. I fcarcely 
ever quitted her bediide, and experienced fome 
fatisfadlion at finding that the did not In general 
appear to have any apprehenlion of danger. 
Once only as 1 embraced her, and laid my cheek 
to hers, not being able to retrain my tears, the 
feemed foi a moment to be ftruck with a degree 
of anxious folicitude. This, however, foon va- 
nilhed again, as I wiped my eyes, and endeavour* 
cd to refume a countenance of hope and fere- 
nity. Indeed, her delirium was commonly fo 
ftrong, that it was impoilible for her to be fen- 
lible of her fituation. 

On the twenty-third, the was eafier and better. 
This gave ftie very ftattcriog hop s. I went to 
bed much more compofed, and, for the firft time ^ 
fince her illnefs, had fome quiet ileep. But the 
next morning, about half paft four, I was av\ .ik- 
cned by the maid, with the dreadful intelligence 
that her miftrefs was much worfe Oil God! 
with what horrible feelings did I fpring out of 
bed, and haften to her room I 1 found her ex- 
tremely uneafy. She complained of cxcellivc 
j^iain at her heart, in her brdhfi, in her back^ and 
particularly in her right fide about the lungs, 
i^e breathed very ihorf^ and her cheeks were 
rxtremelv fluflied. For fome days, 1 hitd 

K ferved 
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ferved this fyra'ptoin with great anxiety, but the 
day before had been much confoled about it. 

r 

1 trembled fo that I could fcarcely ftand, for I 
thought her altnofl at her laft hour, and knew 
not u hat was to be done. The nurfe and maid 
were the only pe<jple in the room with me. The 
latter I difpatched to Mr. Buchholz, who was 
fo good as to come immediately, and foon after 
came my mother and Madame Mufscus, the wi 
dow of my excellent friend the profeflbr. We 
rubbed the body of the poor fufferer all over with 
flannel, particularly thofe parts where flie com 
plained moft of pain. She found this a confidet- 
able relief, the pain abated, and flic alTured u 
Ihe was much eafier. 

Oh how was my heart, in thefc anxious hours, 
tolfed ajjout between hopes and fears ! Yet fo 
horrible to me was the idea of the irreparable 
lofs I u as about to fuftain, that how much foever 
appearances threatened that e>cnt, 1 could not 
perfuade myfelf that it was pofliblc it fliould take 
place. A flill, fraall voice, feemed continually 
to whifper in my car, this cannot be ! — the af- 
fli^ion were too grdit to be endured ! — fate can- 
not mfli£l upon thee fo fevere a misfortune I— 
Shtf may deprive thee of thy children, of thy 
but alTuredly (he will fpare thy wjfc ! 
" ’ 2 Ah 
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AH that I could but have trafficked thus with 
fate ! — could thus have purchafed from death his 
devoted viftim ! - . . 

The phyfician hoped, that the alarming lym^* 
toms which had appeared, preceded only the 
breaking out of an eruption. How did 1 
watch my beloved wife every moment, to exa- 
mine if nothing of this kind was^to be perceived ; 
when, about noon, after repeated difappoint- 
ments, fomc fpots at laft appeared. My tranf- 
port was inexprcffibic. I ran immediately to 
botli phyficians with the happy tidings, and w'ept 
like a child. They (hared in my joyful hopes, 
and conjured me, for God’s fake, upon no conllde- 
ration to let her be taken out of bed. Hither- 
to (lie had frequently got up to have her bed 
made, and however we fometimes wiflied her 
not to be didurbed, (he was fo extremely 
defirous of it, that it was fcarcely pollible to 
put it off. 1 now therefore never ftirred from 
her room, flUce her love for me was fo much 
)nore powerful than her difeafe, that when 1 
t<*nderly intreateU, (lie even gave this up. At 
night, I laid down in the rqom with my clothas 
on; when Madame Mufaeus, who, upon 
melancholy occadpn, proved herfelf a mod ffiXQere 
friend, prumifed faithfully, that if (he ap^peaiwd 
*the 'lea(l uneafy,' I (hould be inftantly awakened*' 
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At five o’clock r arofe. I received the joyful 
information, that my poor 'Frederica had palTed a 
quiet’ ninht, and I found her eafy when I went 
to her bcdlide, and kififed her as ufual. This 
much incrcafcd my flattering -hopes. 

Since flie ajjpeared fo well, Madame Mu- 
fdcus went home early, and I lighted my morn- 
ing j)ipo, and retired for a fliort time to ano- 
ther room, that I might not difturb my wife 
with the fumes of my tobacco. 1 had not 
been there long, before the maid came to me 
half breathlefs, and pale with horror, bringing 
a handkerchief all over blood, which my Fre- 
dciica had thrown up. What a new fource 
of alarm and anguilh ' 1 haftened to her, and 

found her with a fliort cough and fpitting blood. 
1 ran with all poflible fpced to the phyfician, he 
ordered her a compofing draught, which Igavcher; 
the cough fuoii abated, and the began to doze. 


Aly ftiength was alinofl exhaufled. The morn- 
uig lull Ihone on the oppolite houfes, the air was 
warm, the heavens ferene. I refolved to avail 
u^’fclf of my wife’s being allecp to breathe a 
iiftle frcfli air 1 turned my fleps towards Bel* 


.vc^fe. Were I to defc^jbe all my thoughts, my 
my prayers, roy hopes, my fears, upon 
IPli walk, ^hey would fill a large volume of thenv - 


felves. 
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fulves. Is it not a ilrong argument In favour 
of the immortality of the foul, that our thoughts 
and feelings ar^ not confined by time? That 
they pafs with fuch rapidity, that a fingle nio- 
ment fufiices to revolve in idea what would oc- 
cupy years in a£tion? That no man can fay fuch 
and fuch a portion of thoughts lhall pafs in my 
mind in fuch a number of minutes, but that the 
a£ts of ages are invduntarily comprefiTed together 
in one momentary perception, and yet appear as 
clear to the mind as though every objeft, every 
circumftance, were embodied before the eyes ? 
^^'hat then can be this principle, that requires 
neither fpace nor time for its operations, yet 
works fo all-compreheufively within us? Can it 
be ought but fpirit? 

Powerful are the charms of nature. Even on 
this awful clay her enchantments for a moment’ 
engroffed my fenfes, and lulled my anguilli to 
reft. The warm ferene fundi me adimilating it- 
fclf with what it found congenial, in my bofom, 
feme rays of reviving hope, they for a while, by 
their combined power, fuppreded the tumults 
that raged there. “ AhT' I fuddenly exclaimed 
aloud, all willy ft bt well lU'' Fancy fupported 
this bleded idea, and raifbd within me a erdwd 
of tranQ)orting images. 1 faw the bloom of 
health, once more • fyread itfelf over the 

eheefes 
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cheeks of tny« beloved Frederica. -.1 faw her 
%valking up and down the roopp^ fomewbat 
weak indeed, but fiipported by fay arm, appre- 
henlive' of no farther danger. , I fought out for 
her the beft old Rheniih wine that could be 
procured, omitted nothing that might contribute 
to her entire reftoration, and when this an^i- 
OuHy dcAred obje£t was Anally attained, I thought 
of folemnizing a little fcAival to commemorate 
the bleffed event. My cldcft boy I determined 
iliould learn a poem, by heart, two orphan 
children fliould he clothed, and a circle of 
leleft friends invited. After dinner, as we were 
fitting round the table, a band of muAc Iliould 
ftrike up in the next room, Lori God, fve pratfe 
thee! When we, Ailing our glalTes, and raiAng 
them up towards hca\ en, I, with my other hand 
round the neck of my beloved wife, would Ang in 
‘chorus. Lord God, vtf praije thee ! 

Oh flattering fancy! For one momej^t^M^ 
thou here make me happy ! It was a„drop, pf 
cordial to enable me to ftruggle with new forroW't 

f 

Amid thefc muAngs, I infciiAbly reached the 
Caftle of Belvedere,. about half an hour’s walk 
from Weimar. I bought a nofegay for my wife, 
wdjUfl/lllhbufb io a pot, for flic was always very 
foJKK 'flowers. The nofegay 1 carried home 
I reached my houfe about half paft ohc, ' 

when 
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when I found my Frederica ftill alleep, Uor had 
fhe coughed during the whole time of my ab- 
fehce. About 4wo o’clock Ihe awike: { gave 
her the flowers r fhe feemed pleafed with them, 
but it was only a momentary pfeafitre, (he foon 
relapfed into her accuftomed indifference to every 
thing. The eruption mermwhile cor^tinued, and 
this kept my hopes ftill alive. But in the after- 
noon the cough and fpitting of blood returned, 
and continued for a long time. In the evening it 
abated, yet flie breathed very fhort, and fcarcely 
knew any body. Leeches were applied below 
her right breaft, but flie did not appear to feel 
them. The rofe-bufli I had bought in the morn- 
ing was brought in, and placed by her bedfide, 
but fhe paid no attention to it. I am fllent as to 
my own fltuation, it may be conceived, it cannot 
be deferibed. 

About ten o’clock flie feemed to be in the 
laft agonies. Her throat rattled, her eyes were 
fixed, and the phyfician, as well as myfelf, thought 
there was every fymptom of approaching death. 
My friends intreated me not to ftay, and fee her 
die } and reminded me, that I owed to our chil- 
dren the prefei^'atum of my life and fenfes. I 
was fo ftupified, that I knew not what I did. 

I took leave of my wife, who neither heard or few 
me. Only for one moment, when I threwthyfelf 
upon her, and preffed my burning lips to Kenb' 

did 
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« did ilie feetn 'in ’ fnnie degree fenfible^ and re- 
tomed my kifs very faintly. This token of her 
love gave me the fudden relief 'of tears, thfey 
dreamed down my cheeks : I kiflTed her again 
and again, and ruflied out of the room, in the 
fatal conviflion that thefe- were the laft kiffes I 
ever fliould give this beloved wife. • 

I was folicited to leave the houfe, but while 
any hopes of her life remained that was impoffible. 
I threw mjfelf upon a bed in another apartment, 
where I continued in a date of mind little fljort of 
diftraftion. My mother remained in the room 
with my Frederica. 

How lhall Idefiribc this long and miferabli 
night ! F.verv moment I i xpcclcd to receive the 
lafl fatal tidings. Aa ollen as 1 heard the door of 
my poor wife’s chamber open, my heart was ready 
to beat through my bread, and all my limbs fliook 
— I expected it to be •the meflenger of death. 
About midnight, I lieatd the found of coffee 
grinding in the kitchen. Oh God ! this foemed 
an affurance that all was over, that thole who 
were watching with her had no other objeft of 
attention remaining but themfelves. 

« • 

A thoufand times had I refolved io go and 
iittisfy myfelf upon this dreadful fubjeft, but an- 
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guilh held itte back, the idea of feelog her J»>rpfe, 
the* corfde of my Frederica, was^.perfe£| agony. 
Still, ftiil, I. thought, a ray of hope remains iamy 
bofom, ihall I deprive myfelf of that by*Fuibi|ig 
on a dreadful certainty ? ' Amid thefe horrid re- 
flefUons, I continued toifing on the bed, experi- 
encing torments not to be exceeded by thofe^of * 
hell. No! the fenfations of a criminal whom 
the following morning is to/kad‘'td cxeci|lion, 
cannot be half fo dreadful. 

Y et one more tranflent interval of hope was in 
(lore for me. Sometimes the lamp in my room 
appeared nearly extinguidied, and then again 
quick ly burned bright and clear. This feemed a type 
of human life, mid 1 thought that my .beloved wife 
might revive again.a$ the- flame of the lamp. 

, I 

Four o’clock had juft ftruck, when I hekrA 
the door of the lick chamber open, and my mo- 
ther's footfteps approaching mine. My fenfes 
were nearly gone : I could hear my heart beat. * 
1 looked wildly at her as (he entered-—” SAe is 
ftUl a/we," were the (irft words die' fpoke. What 
a balfam were they to myKW’OUnded foul I 1 burft 
into a (hower of heart-relieving tears. 1 had no 
power of fpeecb, 1 could not alk a Angle quef- 
tion, but my mother tokl me, with a coun* 
tenance of confolation, that immediately '^er 

midnight, 
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midnight, the dreadful fituation in which 1 had 
left my wife began to amend,* ihe became eafy, 
and had not coughed lince j flie npw knew every 
body, ahd had aiked feveral times for me. With 
one fpring I was in her arms. Oh God, what a 
bleflTed change! She knew me, (he fmiicd, (he 
' returned my kitTes, and faid fweetly, / can kifs 
thee HffU) joyfully : awhile ago it was painful to me ! 
— She was perfc8iy rational, and aifured me (he 
found herfelf better. I brought her the rofe- 
bu(h, (he feeracd highly delighted, and even 
reached out her head to fmell to it. 

My tranfport was unbounded, and I inwardly 
thanked God for his mercy with an ardour 
feklom perhaps experienced. I confidered m) 
w'ifc as laved. I thought w'ithin* myfeJf what- 
ever has afeended to the iitmoft height it can 
reach, muft inevitably fall again. My Frederica’s 
diforder had laft night reached that fummit, and 
now is in its defeent. I viraited '.vith impatience 
the dawning of day, when I haftened to the phy- 
fician, who was aftonilhed beyond meafurc to 
hear me fay, My wife is fiill alive. He recounted 
over all the fymptomS'of approaching death that 
had appeared the preceding'evening ; and (ince 
thefe had fub^cd, he vehtured to hope with 
ipe* that the criits was pail, and (he might yet be 
redoped, “* 


He 
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He ordered liner fome medicines^ with which 
1 will own 1 was not fatisfied, fince I could ant 
help apprehending that there was groit danger 
of the exertion of taking them bringing ‘on 
again the cough and . fpitting of blood. But 
lince they were recommended by both phyitcians* 
and I had great refpe^ for their judgment* I 
yielded my own opinion* and had them prepared. 
But alas ! what I had feared adually enfued ; Oie 
immediately began again to cough. I haftened 
once more to the phyficians, though with much 
lefs fanguine feelings than before* and told them 
what had happened, when they dedred that all 
attempts at medicine might be relinquilhed. 

Alas ! never lhall I be able to banilh the 
dreadful idea, that had (he been fuffered to remain 
quiet that morning, and not been difturbed in 
this way, her youth and excellent conftitution 
might at length have worn out her difeafe. 
Yet let it not be thought that 1 meaii to caft a 
refleflion upon our two worthy phyficians. I am 
confident, that they were fcarcely lefs anxious 
than myfelf, to fave a Ufip fo dear to us all ; and 
I doubt not were a^uated by! the fear of omUting 
any thing at fo important .a ntoment, that had 
the remoteft chance of proving beneficial, But 
when a houfe is burnt down* people are veiy apt 
to- fay, that a pail of water thrown career on 

this 
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this or that rpot» might have faved the whole 
edifice. The world muft not be fevere with a 

man under misfortune. 

• « 

I feut once more to Jena, to beg my friend 
Dr. Slatke’s attendance. I charged the fervant 
' to make the utmoft poflible haftc, and to return 
inftantly with the Doftor. The honeft fellow, 
who loved his miftrefs fincerely, and who, indeed, 
did not love her? was gone no moie than three 
hours and a half. He brought me a note fioin 
Dr. Stajke, with a promife that he would be 
with me hiinfelf in the afternoon. 

It was now noon. Exhaullcd with fatigue and 
anguifli, 1 hrd lain down on the fopha, and 
endeavoured to floepj but ^henlhcard the found 
of the liorfe galloping along tlic ftrcct, 1 fprang 
mp, and hafteued with the note into the fitk 
chamber. 'Iheie I found the fame fymptoms of 
approaching death as the evening before, the 
fame rattling in the throat, the fame fixed glare 
of the c^es, and the fame defpair in the counte- 
nances of all th|^ attendants, llic looks of the 
phyfician, too, plainly confeiTed that his art could 
do no more fo» her. •, 

Ah! he could not ! — and God would not ! — 
Why he tht» tore afuuder one of the happisft 
' couples 
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couples that ever were unh'^ ' — ^Wby he fepa- 
rated two fouls that only wilbed to live for 
each other ! Into thofe things we are forbidden 
to enquire ! — But, oh ! let not any one impute it 
to me as a tin that I complain ! — ^The Lord gave 
her to me ! — ^Thc Lord hath taken her away !— 
1 am no dilfembler — 1 cannot add, Blefled be the 
name of the Lord ! 

Of \\ hat palTed in this and the following hours 
1 have but a cr)nfufed recollection. How 1 kilTcd 
lier for the laft time, without even receiving a 
like faint return as the evening before ; how I 
ruthed out of the room, unable to fupport the 
idea of beholding her lad druggies ; how I ran 
to thehoufe of a friend a few doojs off, an^ what 
horrible feelings there rent my bofom — all, all 
thefe appear to me as the harailing images of 
fume fearful dicam. 

Not many days before I had faid to this 
fiiend, that I was confident my fenfes never 
could fupport the lofs of my wife j and earnedly 
entreated him, fliould this dr^dful cafadrophe 
actually take place, to think and to aCt for me, 
and endeavour, for the fake of my poor motlier' 
lefs infants, if pcdlible, to refpuq from defpair a 
father who had himfelf dood fot three yevs upon 
the brink of the grave. I charged him, when 
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the laft fatal ftroke fhould be over, inftantly to 
order a chaife, and fly with me, no matter whi- 
ther, only to take me from the place that had 
been the fcene of all my forrows — from the 
place where every joy mtift be buried in the 
grave of my deceafed wife. He promifed to 
comply with my requeft, and kept his word. 
He went himfelf to my houfe, my wife had 
breathed her laft, and he fent inflantly to the 
poft. 

I repeat it, that I have no clear idea uf my 
own toclings. My brain was all confufion ; o\ er- 
powered with anguifh, I could not remain a 
moment in the fame fpot ; every place feemed 
too confined for my burfting bofom ; no tears 
came to my relief ; I ran half frantic into the 
Jlreet, a bleak north-wind blew directly il'.rougli 
it i yet even there I felt as in a burning furnace 

I told my friend I would wait for him at the 
gate of the town ; and thither I haftened, though 
I fcarcely know myfelf how I reached it; nei- 
ther am 1 certain, whether by the way I met 
any perfon with whom 1 was acquainted. 1 
only recollefl, fince ot this my anguilh reminded 
me, feeing the poftillion who a few weeks 
faeibre had driven my wife and me to Leipfick. 
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I remained for two hours without the gate, 
:tccompanied only by my own anguilh and dif- 
traftion. The* weather was cold, rainy, and 
ilorm^, but 1 was infenlible to it. 1 walked up 
and down by the fide of a ditch, endeavouring 
to colleft my fcattered fenfcs, and to reflc^l 
calmly upon my fituation, but it was impolfible. 
Once or twice a few tears came to my relief, but 
they w'cre few. Heaven was fparing of this 
lenient balm. 

After a w'hile, an old man in a foldier’s uni- 
lorm, probably a penfioner of the neighlx)uring 
liofpital, whofe attention, I fuppofe, had been 
ext ited by the wildnefs of my appearance, came 
up to me, and afleed if I was ill. I anfw'ered. 
Yes, and paffed on. “ Ak! tJmt' s plainly cnov«h to 
I’cjccn I could hear him fay in a compallionate 
tone, as I continued w'alking forwards, I know 
not whether it was this appearance of participa- 
tion in my forrow that gave a new ti^rn to my 
♦celings, but I burft into tears, and wept violently 
for fume minutes ; yet this was foon paft, and 1 
rclapfcd into my former ftatc of gloomy ftupe- 
faflion. 

At length, towards evening, 1 faw my -own 
travelling carriage approach, the; fame carriage 
into which 1 had fo often handed mv Frederica ; 
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fn which I hJld* enjoyed fo many happy hours by 
her fide. I got haftily into it, the little dog which 
had been my wife’s favourite was there, and 
jumped upon Vne, wagging his tail. Oh God! 
nhat painful recoile£lions did it call into my 
mind. Every thing in the carriage bore fomc 
tefercnce to my Frederica. In one pocket was a 
Aain, made by a bottle of medicine which Ihe 
had once broke. Here was a needle, with which 
Ihe had been at work : there the mark of pow- 
der from her hair: and yet what was abfent 
renunded me of her far more painfully than what 
was prefent. At our departure from Reval, I 
had a couple of fmall pillows made, covered with 
leather, to reft our heads againft on the journey. 
On thefe my wife had lain during her illnefs, as 
Ihe found the pillows belonging to the bed too 
warm — on Ihcfe (he died! 

We proceeded onwards, the clouds began to 
difperfe. and the moon appeared. Not a word 
was fpoken. My friend felt fenfibly, that at 
prefent any attempts to confolc me were vain, he 
was filent therefore, and in my heart I acknow- 
ledged this as an obligation. 1 fixed my eya 
fteuiily upon the clouds, which the wind blew 
iitfo a thoufand varied forma, at firft only*^ith a 
nil iiilidpftfti, hut after a while they caught my 
atlentioo^ Mid my fancy found 9 . melancholy gra- 
tification 



MY FLIGHT TO PARirJ 

tiiication in likening them to fuch*iinages as were 
moft accordant with the fituation of my fouK 
In one, I faw si, cofGn, in another, a funeral pro^ 
ccdlon; in another, a hat, with a long crape 
hatband. I found in the heavens whatever I 
fought: never was my imagination fo fertile in 
forming refcmblances. At length about eight 
o’clock •we arrived at Erfurth. 

Soon after I had left my houfe. Dr. Starke 
arrived, and opened a vein in my poor Frede- 
rica’s arm, but in vain. Nothing could fnatch 
from the grafp of death the fwceteft, gentleft 
victim he ever feized. For the firft time fince 
our unft)n did flic give me an uneafy fenfation— 
the died! 

I was afterwards informed by letter, that the 
fever occafioned by the milk had fallen upon her 
lungs, and was the origin of her difordcr. A 
thoufund tormenting refledtions upon this fub- 
ie£t opprefs my heart. It is true, 1 do not doubt 
that my Frederica now bears teftimony to our 
great Judge, that I did every thing the tendereft 
love could fuggeft to fave her j yet I cannot 
lhake oiF the idea, that if this of that thin|f 
had been done or omitted, ihe might yet haviQt 
been alive ; fo often docs the refeue or deftrD£Hoii 
of a man hang upon a lingle diread— -upon fbone 

L accident 
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accident apparent!} of the nioft trifling or inllgni* 
ficaat nature. 

r 

1 am eternally haunted b} the recollcftion, 
that in the laft days of her illncfs, niy beloved 
wife called very often, it is true only amid 
the wanderings of delirium, for the Rujian medt- 
cim. She frequently endeavoured to explain 
hcrfelf more fully, and ufed eveiy j)ofliblo 
effort to make me underftand v\liat (lie meant, 
^et never could think of the lieht name: 

j o 

Ihe could only fay the Ruffian medhine. I per- 
plexed myfelf in ^ain at the time to concci\c 
what it was on which her diftempered fancy 
dwelt, but it has fine e occured to me that flie 
doubtlefs referred to a powder in very common 
ufe in our country j which, tiKMgh the plnli(i.iti« 
may declaim againfl: it, ai’d lonfidcr it as quai - 
kery, has raoff certainly often achieved wonders. 
And fince 1 believe wc owe the life of a fon, 
given over by the jihyficians, to this powder, it 
is very probable that his poor mother might te(*I 
confidence in its power to roflorc her alfo. Oh 
Heaven! who know's what might h.i\c been 
the cfTcft of this powdcr’.s being adinimfleied oti 
that lalt fatal day, dming the flioit interval when 
her breath was eafy, and her cough (piiet' lint 
how I have afiiimcd courage to recommend 
it t r.<jMce, if flic. had. then dieil, i had c onfidcrod 
,4 . . myfelf 
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myfelf as her murdeicr, and been even more 
wretched than at prefent. 

Alas ' it was determined by a higher thail mor- 
tal power, that thus it fliould be, and no other* 
^^ife. The great wheel that guides our deftinies 
is not to be flopped by a blade of ftubble. She 
is dead ! and all iii) hopes and joys died with 
her I — I look for no nioie happinefs on this fide 
the grave I I may }el peihaps fometimes laugh, 
but my heart will ne\cr more be really cheerful ! 
’'hn; }eais may }ot pafs ere I fliall be re- 
united to the only trcafuic of my foul — I may 
diag on a piocraftinatcd exiftence, but never 
can I really live, lince I am deprived of the 
better part of my life’s fupport ' — What remains 
of me will only hope, will only figh for the time 
of its 1 e-union, to this peiiflied half^ and the 
foie confolation my forrow s can ever know, will * 
be in conftantly looking forward to that bleffed 
period. 

Thou pious ioul, belov’d, ador’d, 

Qh draw me in love’s bands tow’rd thee ' 

Draw me to thy heart, fwcet angel, 

That I an angel too may be ! 


Before I proceed farther, I muft beg a few 
minutes’ indulgence of my readers, while I ent^r 
L 2 on 
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pn foinq (Icl’ence of my behaviour upon this fatal 
occalion. My friends have tormented me incef- 
fantly with reproaches for fo ha(lily quitting my 
home,* . my family, my conne6liuns. I ftiould 
have remained at Weimar they fay. But why ? 
This is a queftion they cannot anfwer. Letter 
after letter followed me on my flight, they were 
ftill in the fame flory. One faid, “ all hope, 
*' that w hen your forrow is abated by time, you 
“ will think more reafonably upon the fubjeft, and 
“ return among us.” Another fays, “ You owe 
" it to vour own character fpeedily to return, elfe 
“ it will be believed that you only fled to banifli 
“ every melancholy object, every unpleafant re- 
“ collection from within the circle of your own 
“ obfervation’*.” 


"<■ They mud have very little heart thcmftlves who coiilu 
thus arraign Kotzebue’s condu^. Who among us> ftiall pretend 
Co dii^late to another the exa^ meafure of afhitStion proper to be 
felt on the lof> of a tenderly -beloved friend, or the manner in 
which that atlliidion Hiould operate upon the heart. £ndlefsa> 
ix the variety in the mind of man, lo cndlefb mud be the variety 
uf wi\ X in which it will be affecled b\ any fcvcrc fliock ; and bc- 
enufe one perfon In^ power to coiUrotil hi*; fceliiigK Onfuch octa 
fions, he has no right to judge another whole xxHndlsdiiferentiy 
coniiitttted. Who would condemn a madman, fbc fancying 
himfeli a king or an emperor, and one oserpoivered by cxccfx 
ofanguilh, is for the tjg^c, no more refjionliblc for his fenti- 


ments and aAions, tlian lie who, on account of his confirmed 
Infanity, Hi chained in a lunatic liofpital. buch a man is an 
Jompnllion and fynjpathy, not of ccnlurc. The rea- 
[sardon t.hefc obfervations. Tuans lator. 


mianuy, n 


From 


z 
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From my foul I cleteft fuch fcannings of the 
conduft of others. ! fuch T/iey fay ! and They 
believe t nor (hall I concern niyfelf .about 
them as long as my own confcience does not 
unite her voice with that of the public. But 
never was my aftonifliment greater than at hear- 
ing of thefe cenfures, for never was any thing 
more unexpe£led. 

And what fliould I do at Weimar? — Who will 
anfwer me this queftion? — Wlio, under like cir- 
cumftances, would not have a£tcd as I did ? — 
Who would not have flown the place that Jiad 
proved the grave of all his peace and happinefs, 
\\ hen hound b) no particular connexion or obli- 
gation to remain in it? Oh, how I pity the 
wTctc hed mortal who perhaps is conflraiaed by 
fome office, or ftill worfe, by his poverty, to remain, 
on the fpotof earth that entombs the obje£l:ofhis 
fondeft love ' I pity him, and return thanks to 
heaven that, fcvcrc as is my lot, I am not doomed 
to fuch aggravated diflrefs. 

I have Jong enjoyed an office under the ^m- 
prefs of Ruffia. This magnanimous woman, 
even in the midft of her tattles and viftories, 
could condefeend to pay attention to an unfortu- 
nate fervant, whofe health had long been mate- 
rially injured by the cold and damp climate upon 

the 
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the fhores of the Baltic Sea. She allowed me a 
year’s abfence fo? my recovery. I fpenl the fum- 
incr at. the baths, and in the autumn returned of 
my own free choice to \\ cimar, in the hope of 
fpending a happ} winter with my Frederica, in 
the bofom of my fain''; . llajyjo' this winter can- 
not now be, and of all places W cimar is the lafl 
in which 1 can hope for the rclloration of my lofl 
health. 


Once more, then, w by ihould I return thithci ’ 
What fhould I do there? — Oh, I know but too 
well how my time would be pafled ' 'Ihe church- 
yard w’ould be my daily rcfoit, ray principal 
abode. There, in a vault, lie the remains of my 
father, whom indeed I never knew, fince I was 
but juft born when he died j but whofe memory, 
,from the charaftcr I have uniformly heard of 
him, I tenderly love and refpeft. There, by the 
fide of that wall, flumbers the corpfe of the 
worthy Mufieus, Oh, my good, my beloved 
friend, hadft thou been living, thou hadft net 
judged thy pupil fo fevercly ! — And laft of all ' 
oh iBoft fatal of all ' — there is now the grave of 
my only treafurc, of ^thc beft, the moft amiable. 


he affeflionatc of wdves. There reft the 
MM^fs of my mortal, the hope of my immortal 
pPhice! — My father, my tutor, my wife, all, ** 
11 are enlhiincd within the v alls of that churfch- 


)ard. 
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yard; is that theii a place for the re-cHibliilM 
mcnt of a debilitated frame, and fliattercd. nerve;siy 
or for reftoring <to its proper tone, a mind to0cd 
about with a tempeft of agony. 

i 

“ There is no occafion to go thither,” methinks. 
I hear obferved, by fomc fage, cold-blooded, infen- 
lible hearts. 

t- 

“ Would it be in my, power to controul ray- 
“ felf ?” 1 alk. “ Could rcafon or friendflnp re- 
‘‘ ftrain me ? Or, if I did put fuch a conftraint 
“ uj)on my feelings, would that diminifli my 
" agony ? or would not this conftant ftruggle ra- 
“ ther prove a perpetual aggravation of it 
And, perhaps, all 1 (hould gain at lad; by fuch 
con6i£ls would be the fneering appellation of a 
fcntimental fool. 

• 

And, fuppofing I abftain from going to the 
church-yard, whither clfe Ihould I go? Is there 
H fpot Ml AVeimar or its neighbourhood that I 
have not traverfed with my Frederica, and fliall 
I now traverCb them alone? Shall 1 take a walk 
in the park‘d I'hat was my Frederica’s favourite 
refort, not a foot of grouhd is there within its 
extenfive circuit over which I have not wan- 
dered with her on my arm, not a bench, ot| 
wliich we have not fat together, not a profpeft 

that 
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.♦hat we haf^ Hot admired together! There, at 
the river, have we fed the Mufcovy ducks, fwung 
our little William in the fwing between the 
trees, or at the bridge bought fifli out of the 
trunks j every where I (hould find fomething to 
recal my Frederica to ray remembrance ! — every 
where lliould I fee the image of my Frederica ! 

Into the park, then, 1 can as little go as into 
tlie churclvyard, though, m both I might find 
relief to my wounded heart, for it muft break ! 

Shall I fly to my mother’s houfc! — Tliere I 
have lived with ray wile, there too, tvciy ob]c£l 
muft remind me of ray loft happinefs. At that 
table we breakfafted together — at that toilette 
the ufed to drefs — from that harpfichord flie 
drew tones foft and fvveet as her own heart ! 

a 

That was the place where flie fat at dinner, on 
this fopha we have reclined together while flic 
road to me, when I was too ill to attend to 
any thing but her loved voice That was her 
fleeping-room, and in that room— Ihe died !!!—» 
No ! no I he has never loved who ean importime 
me to fpend another hour in that hdufe I — It is 
to me a yawning grave, and though I can no 
toRger fijiii^ lljr charms in life, I muft not forget 
children. 


What 
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What then would remahi for me?^ ’'Ib'mlk 
with fociet}'. But fociety I canoot al^lurefcnt 
bear, at leaft not the fociety of perlbna jbm^ly 
known to met Nothing is fo dreadful as the 
thought of going among thofe who would pity 
me, who would perpetually be alking how 1 find 
myfelf? who would endeavour to confole me, 
would talk to me of the wife decrees of heaven, 
of reafon, of piety, of refignation. I know I have 
friends there who would cordially fympathize 
in my forrow, but they could not fecure me 
from the intrufion of unfoJicited comforters, and 
thefe I cannot help feeing in imagination accoft- 
ing me at every Hep with their common-place 
faws, which would drive me to diltraftion. 

Away, then, with the idea of fuch confolers 1 

I do not with to be confoled, neither do I wilh 

• 

any one to w^eetJ w ith me. 1 hefe things found 
w'cll, but arc in fa£l fine-founding phrafes only. 
Who can indeed weep with me, for who can feel 
like myfelf what I have loft ? I am more com- 
pofed amid a crowd of unknown faces, who are 
' ignorant of the 'heavy calamity I have experi- 
enced, than furrounded by thofe who have been 
accuftomed to fee me in happier circumftances. 
Here I am not afraid of being ^(Tailed by remiski 
that would only irritate and inflame anew 
wounds, thp fmart of which is beginning in 

degree 
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degree to abate.’ Here I can weep alone and un- 
ntoleftedj, no one obferves my tears, or aggravates 
my forrow by attempting its alleviation. 

Strange, that I fliould be reproached with en- 
deavouring to fly from melancholy rccollcdlions ! 
— And who would not fly them ? — I am advifed 
to remove this fufpicion by returning. — No ! this 
fufpiciun is welMoundcd, and I neither can nor 
will refute it. I fled Weimar, that my forrow 
might not be perpetually nouriflred ; and how 
this conduct fo natural, fo confuuant to human 
feelings, fliould injure my charafier, is to me in- 
eomprehcnhblc. That in fl)ing that ftenc of 
woe, 1 have not forgotten my beloved wife thefc 
pages will fufliciently teftify. The. vicinity of 
her grave is not ncccfl'ary to remind me of my 
Frederica ; who would rufli into the flames when 
he only fecks to warm himfelf ? • 

But it may be urged, that I have children at 
"Weiinar, who have a claim on my- attention. It 
Is bccaufc I feel their claims fo deeply, that I am 
exerting every eflbrt to reftore my mind to fuch * 
a ftate a.s may enable me properly to fulfil the fa- 
cred duties of a father. *Ai prefent, tlieyare placed 
in fituations that rdlidcr my innnedialc care unne- 
eflijary. The cldeft is with a very worthy and 
man at SclincpfcnlbaJ, who jiofl'cfles 

both 



MY FLIGHT T'O PARIS; 


m 

both the will and ability foithfully to discharge 
the duties of a guardian. Far better i|r? it for 
him to remain there till his father’s mind.be oom- 
pofcd, than for his infant heart to be made a wit- 
nefs of forrows tliat might throw clouds over the 
cheerfulnefs of youth which no time could dif-, 
perfc. To the youngeft, at prefen t, the atten- 
tions of a nurfe are more neceflary than tholb 
of a father, Ihc is with her excellent grand- 
mother, flie cpnnot be in better hands : in- 
deed I will freely own that my bofom muft 
experience many a fevere conflift before it 
can be reconciled to the daily fight of this 
child. She coft her haplcfs mother her life! 
and can I behold her, though innocent, with- 
out recurring to this recollcflion ? 

Let not then my flight be confidcred as having 
interfered with any of my duties. I am fatls- 
fiod that it was the only means of faving my 
reafon, perhaps my life, and am firmly refolved 
never more to revifit my once-loved native town*. 


* To this refolurion, »:cording to report, Kotzebue has 
uniformly adhered. When be quitted'the Emprefs of Rufiia's 
fcrvke, he was for fome time O/re^or of the imperial theatre 
at Vienna. That place, at his own requett, be was permitted 
to reiign fome months ago, and he now refides at Jena, 
hut no lefs ardently devoted than over to lus literary pur- 
fiiits.— Translator. 


’ I here 
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I here return my grateful thanks to ihofe of its 
inhabitants with whom I lived in focial and 
friendly jntercourfe, for the many ’happy hours 
})aircd in their focicty. I return my grateful 
thanks to thofe who loved and valued my Fre- 
derica, particularly are they returned to the two 
worthy phyficians for every moment of eafe their 
ikill procured her during her lad painful illnefs ! 

And thou, my beft of friends G , the warmed 

elTudons of my gratitude are thine. Thou art 
a man of no common cad, for thou didd prove, 
what is fo rarely to be found, a friend in need ! — 
I cannot be lavilh of words, let fdence fpeak for 
me! 

Thus I take an eternal farcw'cl of thee, thou 
fcenc of happinefs to the bey, of mifery to the 
man! Within thy wails I lird received exidenco- — 
within thy walls that cxidcncc was again lod, 
fince w'hat remains to me of life, I fcarcely can 
count as cxidence. Hope and joy accompanied 
me as I entered thy gates, — defpair and mifery 
drove me out from them again ! — Mayed thou 
never become the fcenc of like mifery to any 
other of thine inhabitants ! 


M 


At^^^rth we went to the dgn of the Black- 
Tlifil^' The lad time I was there wc had put 
^ up 
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Up at the Roman Emperor, bwt my Frederica 
was then with me, and I could go there no 
more. 

• • 

At the Black- Thorn, we met the Baron von 

O , a very pleafing and well-informed young 

man, with a head and heart of the true coinage.* 
[ begged him to accompany us. He was af* 
fecled by my fituation. He is perfeftly at his 
own difpofal, he needed not much intreaty, 
but immediately confented to my requeft, and 
getting into the cliaife with us, we proceeded ■ 
onwards. 


NOVEMBER 30. 

On this day we arrived at Mentz. E\ cn win- 
ter cannot depri\c the country around that town 
of its charms. He who could not, though 
labouring under the preffure of fevere afflifliqn, 
feel the beauties of the profpc6l in .de&ending 
the hill from Ilochhcim, where the noble Rhine 
appears proudly embracing the lovely, though 
lefs flatcly. Maine, as his bride, with the magni- 
ficent town of JSIcntz fpread along the banks of 
both rivers, and the vine-covered hills by which 
it is furrounded — he who could not feel thefe 
things, mull be a wretebed man indeed. Such 
an one I truly pity, he" is even more wretched 
than m> fclf. 
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I wasfoparated from the excelled. G . Hr 

returned to X’^'^eiinar to a wife whoi.n he tenderly 
loves'! Heaven reward his kindnefs lo nc by 
fparing that treafurc to him I — 1 defired him to 
take back my carriage, it had been the feene of 
‘many happy hours fpent with my Frederica, and 
1 could not bear to proceed in it. Evciy tiling 
unncccfTary too I alfo font back, rcfolving to jiro- 

cccd in the Diligence with my friend O , ha- 

ratling myfelf with as few incumbrances as pof- 
’ liblc. The little' dog alone 1 could not difmifs. 
1 ufed to diflike this poor animal, but now I feel 
that I cannot part with him a.'> long aS he lives. 

DECEMBER 3. 

A melancholy morning. The image of my 
Frederica was never abfent from me for a mo- 
nxmt. To give vent to the anguifli of my foul, I 
began to write the detail of her illncfs. It oc- 
cupied my mind, and I found it feme relief. 
I will therefore continue it — ’lis a foothing 
though painful employment. 

I this day became acquainted with a man who 
had long appeared to me in an amiable light as an 
author, and now does not feem Icfs amiable as a 
man. This was ProfcITor Ifeinfe, author of the 
Ardinghello. 


Con- 
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’ DEChMUrs 4. 

Conduced by the laft-metitioned petfon, in the 
morning I vifUcd the library of the hereditary 
prince, of which he is fuper-intendant. The 
rooms arc built with tafie and elegance. We faw 
there the oldeft monument of printing, the firft 
Bible by Gutteuberg, a very finely printed col- 
lection of the different forts of writing that have 
been in ufe in the world, fuperb editions of the 
clafltes, the ruins of Balboc and Palm) ra, Ibme 
of the fined and mod expenlivc works in Natural 
llidory, with various other things worthy of .1 
princely collection. 

But \\ hat pler.fcd me more than all, was the 
enchanting profped from the balcony. Beneath 
us was the Rhine with the noble bridge of boats, 
and a crowd of moving mads. On the other fide 
the fuburbs of Caffel, and Ilochhcim in the 
didant fccnc. To the right the confluence of the 
Rhine and Maine, to the left a beautiful ifland in 
the Rhine, farther off the Cadle of Bibrich, and 
(jiiite in the back-ground the whole Rhinegau. 
Xe\erdid 1 fee any thing more charming: he 
ho whiles to prove, whether his foul be endued 
with any of the infpiratioh of poetry or paint- 
ing, has only to fpend fonie time on this balcony, 
and -if ftill this’ matter remain doubtful, he may be 
fatisfied. The true poet mud involuntarily brealw 

forth 
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forth into poetic cfFufions, the true painter mull 
irrcfiftibly Ikctch the landfcape. 

t 

My friend and companion O this day re- 

ceived letters from Weimar. He told me that all 
was quiet in my houfe. Oh, how thefe words pierced 
me to the heart ! — Quiet indeed ! — What fo quiet 
as death ! — ^Thc intelligence was kindly meant to 
confole me. I made no anfwcr to it, but how 
often in the midll of tumult and dilfipation has 
the dreadful idea rallied upon me, that all was 
quiet in my houfe I 

DKCEMBER 5. 

In the evening I received a letter from Weimar 
myfelf. The moment I call my eyes upon it, I 
was feized with a fudden trembling. 1 had not 
power then to open it. I laid it by till morning, 
was no relief to me. I palled a mifer- 
able night I — anil the morning * • 


OECEMncK 7. 

W'c let out at eight o’clock in a hired chaife 
for Manhciin. It was a delightful day. The 
heavens were ferene and unclouded, and the 
bright rays of tlie fun played on the glafly- fur- 
face of the Rhine, along the banks of which 
lay our road. The profpcfl around was fmiling 
and cbecrful, though in the midll of winter. 
jypU covered with vines, illands in the midft 
’ ■ ' ‘af 
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of the river, convents always erefted in the 
mod enchanting fpots, and high mountains to 
the left in the diftant horizon, adorned and di*' 
verfified the feene. A thoufand times was my 
foul haraffed by the agonizing wilh that my 
Frederica were but by my fide — a thoufand 
times was I aifailcd by the mod painful comparl- 
fons between my prefent journey, and that I 
took with her when tve returned into Ger- 
many. How often did I then red my liead upon 
lier lap, or againd her ihouldcr, to court the gen- 
tle fliimbcrs my ill-health required ! How often 
profs her lovely hand to my lips ! — No 1 never, 
never, can I be happy again. 

My creative fancy, the mod faithful friend I 
have received from nature, did not this day for- 
fake me. I formed to myfelf a vifion, or rather 
built a cadle in the air, w'hich amufed my 
didra£ted mind for more than an hour toge- 
ther. It took its rife from a beautiful ifland 
in the Rhine, which, as we pafled it, drongly at- 
trafted my attention. 1 fuppofed myfelf a god, 
or at lead a femi-deity, endued with the power 
of calling my Frederica back to life on con- 
dition of palling the remainder of my days 
with her on that ifland, without ever vifitin^ 
the oppofitc fliore ourfelves, or receiving vifits 
from others. I faw the boat that- carried 
M us 
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US over, \vc quitted it,, the boat returned, and 
we remained there alone. Yet not entirely 
alone ! — Love had fluttered over with our boa.t, 
efieem and friondfliip clipped his wings ere he 
could depart again, and he remained our com- 
panion. 

VVe then began to eflablish our domeftic oeco- 
jnomy. 1 bpilt a little cot amid a groupe of 
flourifliing. • trees ; my Frederica laid out a 
garden, which we fowed and planted, and in 
time were repaid by its ripened fruits. There in 
the meadow that fmilcs on the river’s banks our 
cattle grazed, and there too our infants fported 
and played. But left they fliould fall into the 
water, we planted a hedge by its fule for their 
defence, bmile, reader, if thou wilt ! — Yet deny 
^ me not tlie momentary plcafurc I receive from 
fuch deiiifions of fajicv! — they aje my foie plea- 

flUTS. 

We arrived* at Jvfannheim towards evening. 


DKCEMJILII S’. 


( was invited this day to dine with IfHand, but 
was too ill tQacccpt*the invitsttion. As I thought, 
however/that this attention gave me fomc claim 
upon him, I taxed his politenefs with fiirnifli- 
ing me entertainment for the morning, and 
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bagged one of his manufcripts to read. > He was 
fo obliging as to fend me the Autumn Day, which 
I found an excellent piece, and well \^orthy 
of its author. 

In the evening my Natural Son was performed.’ 
I did not go to the theatre, for oh ! never can I 
bear to be prefent again at the reprefentation of 
that play. My beloved Frederica^,^d to per- 
form the part, of Amelia on our privOT^ftage, I 
infl:ru6lcd her myfelf in my ideas'of the cliaVi^er, 
and every alfociation and recolleftion conneii^^d 
with it, would plant a dagger in my heart. 
Befides I have put into the mouth of the Paftor 
fuch a picture of wedded happinefs as I can no 
longer bear to think of. I remained therefore 
alone, and pafled a melancholy evening wholly 
occupied with rcfle£lions on my late calamity. 
Some books had been brought me from the book- 
feller’s, but I could not read, I could only walk 
uji and down the room almoft in a fit of delirious 
enthufiafm. With tears did I implore the fpirit 
of my Frederica to appear to me, and fo wrapt 
was my imagination, that I was for a moment 
fnrprifed flic did not yiefd to. my requeft. 

I afterwards Iketched the defign of a monu* 
ment, which, at fome future period, 1 (hall erefl 
to her in my room. Thcfe were melancholy 
M 2 houf? 
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hours — ^\ et hours that fafcinated my fenfcs very 
powerfully. 


]>KCEMUEK 9. 

1 rece ived letters both from Weimar and Reval 
that made the blood gufli anew from my uiiclofed 
wounds. My mother told me that the new-born 
infant had been baptized under her mother’s pic- 
ture. bhj ^od ! wl)y was this only to be writ- 
ten . 


jUnl I ’s letter from Reval, was enclofcd one 

^om his ^ife.io mine, whofc intimate friend flie 
/\vas. It was directed To my dear Frederica. 
Tears ftarted into my eyes as they wore caft on 
the direction — that dear Frederica was loft for 
ever. / 

A poem w^this day font me by an anonymous 
band upon the reprefentation of the Natural Sou 
the preceding evening. 'The plan of it w'as 
this. Art invited Nature to fee the performance 
of a mafter-plece, to which Nature replied, that 
it mud then be a piece written by me, and aeded 
by ifiland, Bock, and Witthoft. Such grofs flat- 
tery i.s InfufTerably' naufeous. ’Tis ftrange that 
whoever feeks my acquaintance, fceins to think 
he muft neceflarily ac coft me with a compliment 
' to ferae of my writings. 'Muft a poet then al- 


ways 
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ways be approached with a full’ mouth, as an 
eaftern monarch with full hands r Oh, that peo- 
pje could but feel what a grievous tax i,t is^ to 
be continually returning fuch compliments with 
the common place ceremonials of pardon me. Sir ! 
or, you do me great honour ! or, your commendations 
give me great encouragement ! and the like. Yet 
let it not be fuppofed that I am abfurd enough 
to make a pretenfion of indifference* o public ap- 
probation and applaufe, only I wifh^to be fpared 
the embarraflment of anfweripg theil^cburtly 
flouriflies. 

1 dined with Madame von D , a lady of- 

much fpirit and vivacity. One fpecinicn of her . 
wit lliall be given, bccaufe it contains a very juft, 
obfervation, to which thofe w'hom it concerns i 
would do well to pay attention. It was ob-^ 
ferved by fomebody at table, that, the players in 
their performances often help themfelves out 
with an Oh ! or an Ah ! “ ’Tis a dramatic ftaff,” 
faid the mailer of the houfe, “ on which thefe 
“ gentlemen lean for fupport.” 

“ Rather,” replied the lady, “ a dramatic 
cudgel that they make* the audience feel 
foundly.” 
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DECKMBER ll>. 


We faw the HaU of Antiques. • From the title. 
I expc£l:ed to have found a collection of real an- 
tique ftatues, but it reminded me of a trick 
■once plajrcd at Erlangen. Over the door of a 
houfe a board was placed, faying. An elephant is 
to be feen here. 'I’he inhabitants crowded to be- 
hold this cuMolity, when, behold ! the print only 
of an elepl^t was exhibited. 


ItyfTke manner the Hall of Antiques contains 
nothing but calls after the ancient works of art, 
moll of which are to be feen, much better ex- 
ecuted, in Rod’s diop at Lciplick. 1 was how- 
ever pleafed with the Hercules, the Laocoon, and 
the celebrated Torlb. 


An ignorant fellow, employed as a model to 
the academy here, . went about with us, to ex- 
plain the figures. “ And there,” faid he, point- 
ing to one, “ is Voltaire who died forae time ago 
** at Paris.” 


“ Who was Voltaire?” lalkcd. 

€. 

“ A poet,” he replied, “ and a great fcholar 
“ %]|||^ did not believe any thing till he was 

“ upon 
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” upon his death-bed, and then he’ believed every 
“ thing.” 

What infinite trouble have the priefts taken 
to convince the world that Voltaire was a con- 
vert in his dying moments ! 

Hence we went to the pi£lure-gallery, which 
is indeed very fine. Ah ! I fought every where 
among ten thoufand faces, one that I could ima- 
gine bore fome refemblance to my Frederica, but 
none fuch could I find. This gallery contains 
many pieces of the Flemifli fchool. I was more 
efpecially pleafed with Rembrandt’s famous pic- 
ture of the reconciliation of the Romans and 
Sabines, through the interpofition of the Sabine- 
women who had been carried away by the 
Romans. ’Tis a plcafant thing that the name^ 
of the artift is here affixed to every pifturc. 
This is not the cafe cither - in the colleftion at. 
Drcfden, at DufTcldorf, at Caffel, or at Sans- 
.Souci. 

In the evening The Firpn of the Sun was per- 
formed. IfHand played the High-Prieft, and 
gave the author a proof that his higheft expec- 
tations of excellence in the aftor could be ex- 
ceeded. Mademoifelle Witthoft alfo, though 
flic, only played the infignificant part of Idali, 

evinced 
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evinced that i. great a£trefs may render even a 
trifling part important. The drefles and deco- 
rations were fplendid and flievved great tafte. 
I cannot teJl, however, why Rolla carried a club. 
A people who could build fuch a temple, were,' 
as may be reafonably fuppofed, pad that aira in 
nations when the warriors combated with thofe 
weapons. 


DEnEMBKR 1 1. 

At noon we proceeded in the Diligence to 
Stralburgh. 1 chofe this conveyance, which was 
then only known to me by report, partly from 
(Economy, partly becaufc amid fuch a medley 
of company there would probably be more to 
engage my attention, and diflipatc thought. We 
found five people feated there already, and as we 
came fomevvhat latdj we were confequcntly (ob- 
liged to be content with the word places. Our 
company confided erf’: 

Imprimis. A young merchant, who had duffed 

up every corner of the carriage with Champagne 

bottles. He bore the appearance of drong health 

in bis countenance, from not troubling himfelf 

with thinking much.* 

^ ♦ 

SetonJly, Next to him fat a lovely girl from 
Uandau, who fpoke both German and French, 

and 
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and talked at a great rate with the young mer- 
chant. Sometimes they gave tbemfelves out as 
hutband and wife, and indeed from fundfy little 
circumftanccs which I leave the reader to gjtiefs, 
the prefumption that they were fo, appeared 
very ftrong. Such, however, was not really the 
fa£l. 


Thirdly. An officer from the garrifon at Mann- 
heim, who, notwithftanding the ellabliffied pro- 
hibition againd fmoking in the diligence, puffied 
his tobacco in monftrous clouds into my face, 
without lhame or remorfe. 

Fourthly. A perfon who appeared l|.ke a Dutch 
clergyman, and was undoubtedly the moft com- 
panionable man of the whole party. 

Fifthly. An ugly, infignificant, ftupid woman* 

The officer amufed me with relating to the- 
company, that the Baron von Kotzebue had been 
fome days before at Mannheim, and was prefent 
at the reprefentation of his Firgin of the Sun. 
He prattled a great deal befides about me and 
my writings, but fince no' one joined in the con- 
verfation, he afterwards adverted to a more ge- 
neral fubjeft, and made many -ingenious remarks 
upon the bad quality of the fpring water at 

Mannheim, 
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Mannheim, on Vvhich the young merchant, with si 
fmilc, call fome oblique glances at his Champagne 
bottles*, » 

The embarraffment of my fervant too, was 
not a lifetie entertaining. He. was now, for the 
firft time in his life, in a carriage with me, his 
knee fqucczcd againll mine. Belides, this eight- 
feated vehicle, ajid the inlroduflion of his little 
perlbn among a company of gentlemen and ladies 
were altogether fa new to him, that an expref- 
fion of deep aftoniflimcnt was very legible in 
his full fat face. On this journey he frequently 
ate at the fame table with me, and 1 think I can 
now affert from experience, that this fpecies of 
condcfcenllon, or of confidential intercourfe, if it 
may be fa called, extremely inc’'eafes the attach- 
ment of fervants to their mailers. It foems to 
give them a certain feeling of confcquence in 
their own eyes, though without lelfening the 
rcfpcfl due to thofe they ferve, provided the 
conduct ol the latter be fuch as not to degrade 
their own refpeclability. Ah, \yhy have we bound 
the good old patriarchal manners in the chains 
of an over-weening pride ! 

We flcpt at Ncuftadt. From this journey, 
and the manner in which it was performed, 1 had 
received infinite entertainment as well as benefit, 

. fince 
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fince the fhaking of the vehicle \Vas good for my 
health, and the weather was fo mild that I felt 
the air extremely falutary, ‘ had not ' the ,fttite of 
my mind embittered every enjoyment. Never 
could I fliake off the recolleflion of why I was 
travelling; - why I wandered thus - up and down, 
without any fixed objeft- in view. I was in pur- 
fuit of peace and compofure of heart, two friends 
which 1 could not hope foon to find. 

nECEMBER 12 . 

At four in the morning vr6 proceeded on our 
journey. Of the company that fet out with us, 
only the young Champagne merchant and the 
pretty girl remained. So much the more com- 
modioully were we featod. 

• 

At nine o’clock wc arrived at Landau, the 
firft town on our route occupied by a French 
garrifon. We were only allowed half an hoiy: 
for breakfafting, which breakfaft was only to be 
procured at the coffee-houfc, which coffee-houfe 
was at a great diilance from the poft-houfe. ’Tis 
a filly inftitution in France that coffee is only to 

be had at the coffee-houfes. 

« 

If 1 had not previoiifly known that this vvas 
a Frcnch frontkr town, 1. mud immediately 

have 
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have difcovered it by the extreme afFefliation oJ 
pdHeJfe that reigns throughout. Smoking is a 
thing hot allowed at* the coffee-houfe. I afkcd 
who were the people that chiefly frequented the 
place ? 

“ Les Officiers^' was the reply. 

“ And do not the officers fmokcr" 


“ Non, Alonjieur." 

“ And cannot endure the fumes of tobacco?” 


Non, Monfienr." 

When the half hour was elapfed vve proceeded 
on our journey, but alas ! no longer in the bell 
teats. The young lady remained at Landau, 
^nd, oh terrible ! her place was to be fupplied 
by feven other perfons, making our total comple- 
ment of patfengers ten. 


I confefs at the firft moment my heart revolted 
fo much againft this fqueeze, that 1 was about to 
defeend fiom the carritfge, and hire a poft-chaife. 
It wj^fi truly formidable fight to behold one 
^t^l^nother tumbling in, arranging, crowding, 

conp 
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compreffing themfelves togethef, and when it 
might reafonably be fuppofed that the whole 
c&rgo was flowed, and no room remairved even 
for fo much as a lap-dog, to fee yet another and 
another head appear, like herrings, ramming down 
for falting. However, all was fo ordered, that 
at laft wc were tolerably well packed, and thofc 
in the back feats, at leaft, but little incom- 
moded. * 

Among our new companions, was the mayor of 
a neighbouring village, who was very eloquent in 
haranguing upon his office, upon decrees, the Nota~ 
hies, and the like. lie was recently elevated to his 
dignity, and having been taken from the plough 
to be placed at the head of the people, prided 
himfelf not a little upon the diflin£lion. Politics 
were the principal fubjeft of converfation, in 
which we, of cdurfe, did not join. Thus much 
appeared pretty plainly, that however the revolu- 
tion may in general be applauded, the new order 
of things affords little real fatisfaflion. The 
tree plcafcd while it looked beautiful, covered 
with bloflbms, but no one likes the four fruit. 

After a while, growing’ tired of politics, I had 
recourfe to the more agreeable prattler Jean Jac- 
ques, wdiom I carried in my pocket. With him 
1 amufed myfelf till the evening began to clofc 

in. 
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in, when I put by my book, and opening the little 
window next to me, tucked myfclf into the cor- 
ner of the carriage. The diligence "has eight win- 
dows, .one in fronti one behind, one on each 
fide, and a little' one fcarcely as big as my two 
hands at every comer. 

It was a lovely evening. The crefeent of the 
waning moon tlione bright in the heavens, the 
greateft part of the company fell afleep, and all 
being Hill, my fancy began again to form vilions. 
I looked around for the inlage of my Frederica, 
intreated her fpirit to appear beneath the fnade 
of the next tree by the road fide ; and when I 
did not find it there, eagerly looked forwards 
in hopes of efpying it beneath a more diftant 
one. Oh ! how my’ heart beat if then a while 
poft, beheld through the twilight, for a moment 
half deceived niy fenfes with the idea of having 
found what I fought ! — Was this an impulfe of 
fear ? — Ah, no ! the ajiparition of a beloved ob- 
jc£t dannot raife apprehenfion in the bofom of 
him who loves. My heart feels a painful long- 
ing but for one moment to behold the fpirit of 
my Frederica ! I would give my whole life for 
fuch a moment, fince it would change into 
conviBion what now is only hope, that I fliall herc- 
after4*l(jTe-united to her, hereafter behold her 
prefs her again to my bofom. 

Late 
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Late in the evening we arrivdd^t Hagenau. 
We fupped in a fpacious hall, where, eight 
large tables vwere fet out, filled with cojnpany, 
eating, drinking, or playing. Many, indeed, 
were already drunk. All was mirth and jollity, 
to which, perhaps, its being Sunday, contributed 
not a little. The patrole once made its ‘appear- 
ance among them, but the feverity of thofc gen- 
tlemen was eafily fubdued by a glafs of wine. 

I afkcd an officer of the garrifon of Strafljurgli, 
one of our travelling companions, whether that, 
pointing to the drefs of the patrole, was the na- 
tional uniform ? 

Mon Dieu /” he replied, “ are you not ac- 
“ quainted with that yet? Why, it i.s to be feen 
“ every where.’* 

From this anfwer I concluded, that the na- 
lional guards, and the regular military, were not 
particularly complacent towards each other.- 

I was fa’rthcr confirmed in this opinion, from 
over-hearing (bme of the former, at the next table, 
recounting over many heroic deeds of the ofi'icers, 
which evidently were defigned as fneers. Our 
travelling companion very judicioufly took no 

. . notice 
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notice of thejjf impertinence, and by this filcnce 
bfeft affcrted the honour of the ftronger. 


'DECEMBBK 13. 

We fet out again at fix in the morning. One 
perfon more was added to bur company, an 
old man with the crofs of St. Louis, a fowling 
piece, and a pointer. He amufed us with re- 
lating ftorics of various' horrible murders that 
had lately been committed in that neighbour- 
hood, and illuftrated his narrations by the many 
newly thrown up graves and wooden croffes 
which we found by the way. This was poor confo- 
lation to the harmlcfs traveller proceeding quietly 
on his route, efpccially fince every thing now re- 
mains unpuniflicd, even though the criminal be 
well known. Yet w'hat has the poor forfaken 
wretch to fear, who has already loft his all • 

Wc entered Slraftjurgh about noon, and alight- 
ed at the Rcd-Houfc, upon the beautiful pa- 
rade. Here everything is already, national. I 
obferved, as wc pafled along the ftreets, a na- 
tional pharmacopoeia, and’even a national hatter. 

My ill ftars w'ould lb ordain it, that in going 
from the bureau of the Diligence to the inn, 
I was W’itnefs to a melancholy accident. A 

pair 
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pair of unruly horfea in a carriage threw, theiy 
rider, and dragged him the whole length of tWfe 
llrcet, ftamping upon and kicking him pll thtf 
way. Never wSs a more horrible 'feene, it turned 
• me’ lick, and I was ready to faint. I heard uio- 
thing around me but dreadful exclamations of 
he's killed! he's killed! The horrible image of the 
man, dragged as I had beheld him, haunted me 
all day } — Oh God ! was not my foul fufficiently 
oppreffed before with horrible images ! 

The guard pafTed our windows. The march 
they played was fweet^ yet this ftruck me 
as not the proper charafter for a march ; it 
bore too much refcmblance to an air. Greater 
folemnity had been more appropriate. I ob- 
ferved, th^t the cannoneers wore Ihoes , and 
ftockings with their uniform, inftcad of boots, and ^ 
that no two had dockings alike : this appeared 
to me truly French. 

After dinner, we vifited the Ihop of Amand 
King, the bookfcller. He is a polite and pleafing 
young man, and I here make my acknowledg- 
ments for the difintereded attention he diewed 
me. He is at prefent prihting a French ver- 
fion of my Adelaide of fVtdfingen, executed by a 
Madame de Rome at Paris. This he gave me to 
look over, and the reading of Adsle de Wtdfing, 
N afforded 
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afforded me much diverfion. It is truly frenchi- 
fied in pvery part. At the end, Adelaide is dif- 
coyer(\d to be the daughter of Miftivoi* fubflj* 
tuted for Count Hugo’s, confeqfiently not Theo- 
bald’s lifter. But the tranflator has not efteemed 
it worth while to trouble herfelf with removing 
the ftriking improbabilities in the way of fuch an 
incident. 

1 was jiaj'ticularly furprized, that any expctla- 
tion lliould be formed of tliis piece being ap- 
proved upon the French ftage. But Mr. King 
affured me, tliat it coyld fcarcely fail of pleaf- 
ing, fince every pollible method of rendering 
prieftcraft odious, was now eagerly fought. 

Mr. King, too, was in the national uniform, 
I cannot fav but that it is verv fmart, and has a 
goodefleet. On the buttons is engraved la loi, 
tt le roi. 1 alkcd, whether k rot was not added 
merely for tjiieTakc of the rhyme ? 


t»fcCEMBER 14. 

On this morning allb we fet off at lix. We 
chofc, for our conveyance, the Diligence to Paris, 
which was to reach* that capital on the evening 
of the ICth. 


Never 
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Never in my life did I take a more unpidafant 
journey. I will freely own, indeed, that the dif- 
tempered ftatd of my mind throws a glocttn over 
evety thing around me, and that I am now cap- 
tious and peevifli under inconveniences at which, 
in my happier days, I ihould only have laughed i 
but here many things are really infufferable. 

In the firft place, the boafted coramodioufnefs 
of the carriage itfelf, is altogether empty vapour, 
or at lead muft be received with very great allow- 
ance. If it carried no more than four, or perhaps 
fix, there would not be any great reafun to com- 
plain ; but unfortunately, its full complement is 
eight, and woe to him who happens to be one of 
thofe eight 1 — Woe, woe Indeed, if they be all 
thin ! but inevitable death Ihould they be fat ! 

> 

Thire fit forwards, three backwards, and one 
againfl each door. It feems not at all taken into 
the account, that men liave arti^.and legs. A 
maimed foldier, deprived of thefe conveniences, 
might fit with tolerable eafe. How then to ftow 
all the legs, occalions no fmail perplexity 3 for, 
they who happen to be among the laft that get 
in, will fcarccly find a place not preoccupied 
by another pair. A toe, that may unfortunately 
be tormented with a corn, has a very good chance 
of. becoming a footllool to a neighbour, till its 

N 2 owner. 
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owner, no longer able to endure the torture, will 
be extremely glad to draw up his leg like that 
of a bVrd of Paradife. In this fituation, how-> 
ever, ’tis impoflible to remain long without the 
contracted limb becoming fo infupportably ftiff, 
that it cannot* be moved again but with extreme 
difficulty ; and when at laft the happy moment 
arrives that brings a temporary relcafe from this 
confinement, he is perhaps fcarccly able to get 
out of the carriage. 

Another convenience of this fqueezed mode of 
travelling is the almofl. infiirmountable labour of 
getting a haiulkorchief out of the pocket. This 
is, indeed,, fuch a Herculean talk, that big drops 
of fwcat Hand on the forehead ere it can be 
accomplilhed, A pickpocket could never be f6 
.elFechially fecured againft carrying on his trade 
as in this Diligence. In the front, or backwards, 
the prefs is the molt intolerable, confcquently 
they who fit againft the doors arc the leaft in- 
commoded with refpect to elbow-room ; though 
otherwife they are m far the worft fituation, and, 
befidcs, run the hazard of having their necks bro-» 
ken, fiippofing the doors not to be properly faf- 
tened. 

The vapour of fo much breath pent up toge- 
thei* is another agreeable cifcumftancc. There 


2 


arc 
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are indeed fix windows to the* carriage,,, but. 
unlcfs in very warm weather, it is fcarcely pof- 
fible to enduac more than one ,or two/*open, 
which is totally infufficient to remedy the. evil. 
The impoffibility of the paffengers within open- 
ing the doors, is an additional grievance; they 
are, as it were, fliut up in a prifon, or cage, from 
which they can be rclcafed only by the gaoler. 

Thus is a coach full of men carried about from 
town to town, as the higglers carry a balket of 
fowls ; and a confummation of their mifery, 
when they arrive at the Qpreau, feven or eight 
minutes are perhaps fufFered to elapfe before the 
driver will be pleafed to open the door of this 
black hole, during which they endure all the tor- 
ture of that impatience, unavoidably attached 
to fuch a teazing fpccies of procraftination. Of 
all things under the fun, confinement is to me 
the moll vexatious, and a confinement like whiat 
I have deferibed, the moll vexatious of all. 

Many people confider a cold as healthy. He 
then, who has not had the fatisfa£lion of enjoy- 
ing fuch a loken of health, for fome time, need 
only take a journey in this Diligence, and he 
may be tolerably fecure of obtaining the defired 
gratification. As every pafleng'er pays for his 
plaee,.and as it lias been lon^ an univerfally 

ellablilhed 
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eftablidied maifim, that one man’s money is as 
good as another’s, fo each individual thinks he 
has eqVl right with his neighbour to regulate, 
the opening of the windows, at leaft of that 
by which he fits. Thus, inftead of entering 
into a general corapaft for the advantage of the 
whole company, each, with the true felfilhnefij 
of human nature^ confiders merely his own 
private intcreft, and perhaps makes fuch draughts 
of wind, that 'tis only wonderful how any body 
cfcapes cold. 

The fare at the in^s is, befides, very bad, and 
very dear. For terribly infipid Bouillie with 
foaked bread, difagrecable to the eye, and ftill 
more difagrecable to the palate, fodden, taftelefs 
beef, and vegetables drefled with oil, we com- 
monly paid half a dollar. Gladly would I have 
refigned, for a tolerable piece of beef, or a road 
leg of mutton, the defert that even in thefe mife- 
rable inns always fucceeds the dinner. This 
confifis of wretched dry bifeuits, chefnuts, and 
fruit. Never in niv life did I tafte anv thinjf 
more naufcoiis than a fort of -bifeuit they called 
echaitde : it has the flavour of foul al4 

dirty the table-doth is impoflible, fince, 

f inding to appearance, it'lms made a v Hit up 
cbhnBcy before it be fiVead, This is accom- 
‘ , . panied 
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panied with forks- no lefs filthy, and very uninvit- 
ing for taking up the food } and as to a knife, 
no fuch thing Js to be had. Every travj^ler is 
expcfted, like a German peafant or butcher,’ to 
carry one in his pocket, and to ufe it at his meals, 
firft whetting it on his breeches. The wine is 
the beft thing brought to table, though only a 
light country wine, but this is drank out of beer- 
glaflfcs, to which I have a mortal averfion. 

Inconvenient as this journey muft neceflarily 
be at all times, it is rendered ten times worfe by 
being taken in winter. To provide a room, with 
a fire, againft the arrival of the Diligence, is 
what nobody thinks of, and the only refourcc 
againft perifliing with cold is to adjourn to the 
kitchen. But this is a very partial remedy j he 
alone who fortunately is among the firft that 
enter, and underflands how to manage, has any 
chance of obtaining a tolerable birth, and even he 
can only choofe whether to warm himfelf in the 
front or in the rear, for to do both, is impoflible. 
This is another advantage for the lovers of colds. 
Nor is this all : they have yet a third chance. 
Thcfe places are never floored, only paved with 
brick, from which a chill ijeftilential moifture is 
conftantly rifing to this may be added, all the 
water thrown .< ^bout, people fpit ting, .and dogs 
doing what dogs ever will do,, which all together 

form 
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■form an alTenil^lage of damps that may fairly 
be confidered as reducing the matter to a cer- 
taint)\ 

Two hours is the time allowed for dining, and 
the Diligence ought alfo to flop for the night. 
Bdt fince in winter the roads are frequently bad, 
and it muft be at Paris at the time appointed, 
it often travels all night, or at I'eaft refts for 
fo Ihort a time, tliat it is fcarcely worth while to 
attempt going to bed, though ’tis a fufficient 
delay to weary and fatigue the paffengers, unlcfs 
they happen to be blcflbd with that propenfity 
fo common to travellers, oflieing able to eat and 
drink at any time, even in the middle of the 
night, ■ 

And fliould it happen, that five or fix hours 
'are allowed for reft, a man muft be fomewhat 
pradifed in witchcraft to be able to fleep. The 
heft -accommodations to be procured, are a pc- 
riftiingly cold room, where the wind blows in at 
every corner, furniftied with a bedftead ready to 
break down, to which are attached old tattered 
hangings, and a feather-bed Ihaken up high at 
the feet, fomewhat iower in the middle, and 
loweft of all at the head. If, fpite of all thefe 
preventatives, a doze ftiould begin to ftcal over 
thd traveller’s wearied eye-lids, he may rely 

upon 
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upoiji .b^*ng quickly awakenc^t again, eith^ 
by the ooifes. qf the inn, "or the howling of the 
wind in the chimney. 

But moft terrible of all, is the liluation of the 
poor unfortunate valetudinarian, who, from the 
ftate of his health, cannot, without inconveni- 
ence, experience a privation of his cuftomary 
habit of facriheing every, morning to a certain 
fubterrancan divinity held in great refpe£l among 
the Romans — or, to put the cafe in another point 
of view, who wilhes not to forego the- perform- 
ance of what, if neglefted, would, according to 
Montaigne, transform even a Seneca into a fool. 
The fliaking of the vehicle has perhaps rendered 
it doubtful whether this can be accompliflied or 
not, and fliould he wiih to counteraft thefe bad 
effefts bya difli of coffee andamorningpipe,either 
there is no time for taking them, or if he be’ 
difpofed to rob himfelf of an hour of reft, and rife 
early, that fufficient time for the purpofe may 
be fecured, where is the coffee to be had ? In 
the inn, it is never furniflied, and at the coftee- 
houfe the people are never up fo early. But he 
may give the waiter at the coffee-houfe a trifle . to 
rifii on purpofe. So he may, and the waiter will 
make very liberal promifes over , night, which 
before morning, will bo entirely, (forgotten. 
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After this general defeription of what may be 
expe£led in the Diligence, the pitture of which 
is faJ^jifully Iketched, and in n© refpe£t over- 
tiiargcch I proceed to a detail of the. particular 
inconveniences we had to endure. Our company 
confifted partly of people going . all the way from 
Stralburgh to Paris, partly of chance paffengerb 
taken up only for fliort diftanccs. Among the firft 
clafs were : 

Imprimis . — A merchant frdm G , who w'as 

fo extremely fatisfied with hirafclf,that he thought 
all other people mud be equally littisfied with 
him. Mo pretended to know every thing, and 
to haVe been every where, and kindly gave us 
ample indruftions what we diould do at this 
])lacc, what fee at that, with other like ufeful 
information. He was bcfidcs infcfled w'ith the 
difeafe of fpeaking French, imitated. the French 
manner of clipping words, and fpeaking through 
the nofe, to which his vile Thuringian'dialefct was 
a great addition. He had bcfidcs the unfufferable 
habit of faying comment? or picit-il? at every 
word addrcflbd to him, although it was obvious 
that he w’as no more deaf than myfelf. But worle 
than all, if by chance he ftumbled upon fome dry 
dull joke, he mumbled it, and tortured it about till 
it was difguding as the drink made by the South 
Sea Iflanders with chewing the roots of yams. , 


SecondN. 
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Secondly . — A Fleming, b^voam& B , who 

had lived for twelve years l^.Petcrlburgh. He 
had the perfe£J: phyfiognomy of a Cali;^uck. 
Never did'I fee a man who could always drinlc, 
always laugh, and always talk ribaldry like him. 
He feemed to have abundance of vermin about 
him, and fung chanfons when they were trouble- 
fome. Hu was pleafed, as an, excellent joke, to 
confer the title of Mmjietir le Baron upon his 
neighbour the merchant. In what this profound 
piece of humour originated, I did not learn, but 
this I know, that Monjieur le Baron vvas rung in 
my ears till I was fo fretted, that I heartily wilhed 
1 could have jumped out of the window to 
cfcape from it," I have commonly found the barons 
themfelves more fatiguing than their titles, but 
for this time the cafe was reverfed. 

Thirdly and fourthly. A couple of honeft citi- ' 
zens from fome little town either in Alface or 
Lorraine. One of them was a fat portly gentle- 
fnan, the other had a brown fturdy vifage, with 
a fupcrabundancc of black beard. In the coun- 
tenance of the former, the fpace between the 
nofe and mouth formed a complete femicirclo. 
This is faid to be a certain indication of felf-im- 
portance and, indeed, he feemed to take upon 
himfelf entirely the par-t of Menlpr to his com- 
panion, If thjr4^ttor opened his month, and ap- 
peared 
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peared in the mod trifling or infignificant circuni- 
ftance to differ in opinion with his fat compa- 
nion,V{in immediate fnub was the confequencc. 
They gave us to underftand, that they were trar 
veiling upon public bufinefs. Probably they had 
fomething to lay before the National AflembJy, 
and the fat man was to be the orator, for he often 
leaned his head agiiinft one of the windows, with 
his eyes clofcd, while his lips were moving. 

Fifthly . — An Officer of the National Guards, 
of whom 1 have nothing more to obferve, than 
that he underftood the bell of any of the company 
how to manage at the inns, and was always one 
of the firll at the fire. 

Belidos thefe, we had fevcral chance palfen- 
gers f(ir a fliort time each. Among others, a 
jfvv from Nancy, who, at early morning, in the 
carriage, conformably to the cullom of his reli- 
gion, ffretching out his arms, and bundling up 
both them and his head with a variety of wrap- 
pers, offered his prayers to heaven, without 
concerning himfelf about the inconvenience he 
might occalion to his fellow-travellerS. 

Aj. young officer, who alfo accompanied us a 
pa#of the way, and feemed to think himfelf a 
gXpat wit, began to difplay it upon the poor Jew 
• • inofl 
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moft unmercifully, llringing togeth’er filly and iii- 
fuUing jokes, and branding the whole race of 
Ifrael as rogues, till at length I could nolrYup- 
jirefs my indignation. I . obfcrved, that it was 
extremely indecent and unlike a gentleman to 
attack a man who had no means of defending 
hinifolf; and added, that I had no doubt there’' 
were many very worthy and refpeftable people 
among the Jew's. The officer on this gave me 
a full and expreffive ftare, which feemed, when 
tranflated, to mean, “ O ho ! what, you alfo are 
“ a Jew?” 

Thus my benevolent feelings towards an infulted 
fellow-creature had probably drawn like infults 
upon myfclf, had not the young fon of Mars, 
as is commonly the cafe W'ith fuch ftiipid conceit- 
ed jefters, had more mouth than heart, and 
•been fomewhat frightened by my reproof. As if 
was, he was a'wed into filcnce, and let the Jew 
refi, only now and then calling oblique and fig- 
nificant glances upon him. My protege, however, 
did not appear very deferving of this interference 
in liis behalf, lincc he manifelled no figns of 
being any way afteclcd either by the warrior’s 
infults, or the correction they had received. 

The reft of our chance pafiengers are not 
•^vorlh enumerating. They did ’nothing but 

fquOezc 
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fqueeze our Bodies, and fatigue our underftand* 
in?s. 

This firft day, the 14th, we dined at Phall- 
bourg, and reached Blammont in the evening, 
where we Hopped foine hours to reft. 


• DECEMBEIt 15. 

We arrived at Nancy about noon, palling 
through Luneville and St. Nicholas. By this 
time the Diligence was become fo abfolutcly in- 
fupportable to me, that I refolvcd to quit it for 
four and twenty hours at leaft. Gladly would I 
have gone poll all the reipainder of the way to 
Paris, had we not taken our places at Stralhurgh, 
and paid twelve new louis-d’ors for them. 

I hired a cabriolet to Toul, in which my com- 
panion, my fervant, and myfelf, proceeded for- 
wards the next morning, and found it tolerably 
commodious. The Diligence had now gotten the 
Hart of us very much. We pafled through St. 
Aubin, Barleduc, and Vitry, to Chalons-fur- 
Mamc, where, at ten o’clock in the evening, wc 
were fo unfortunate as to overtake that miserable 
vehicle again. 

Poft-horfes are intolerably dear in this country, 
and the regulations with regard to them, are to 

me 
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me wholly inexplicable. In Gerrtiany, if, we pay 
for three horfes, the poft-mafter often adds a 
fourth gratis : and it is the fame in Polajs^ and 
Ruflia. But in France, on the contrary, if we 
pay for three, which are charged at twenty-five 
fous the mile each horfe, we are feldom allowed 
more than two; or, if the third be required, 
then they are charged at thirty fous each. In 
my opinion, the juftice of the thing would be, 
the more horfes wc have, to pay fo much the lefs 
by the head. 

Then, fincc we had no chaife of our own, 
wc were generally required to pay the price of 
another horfe for a little inconvenient poft- 
chaife, fo that in all we paid for four horfes 
while we ufed only two. At Vitry they told us, 
that they had onlyia very heavy poft-chaife, fo , 
that we muft pay for an additional horfe. W'o 
did fo, and ftill wc had a horfe the Icfs. Of this 
wc complained, when the poftmafter faid, “ Msf~ 
fieurSf ^e'ejl wie grace qu'on vans fait, finis qu'il fal- 
“ loit payer trente j'ous fiar tieue." I replied, that I 
had heard much of the politejj'e of the French 
nation, and after this inftance I could hot doubt 
of its truth. 

We travelled here as expeditioufly as in Kuflia. 
Whether this Avill remain .fo much longer may 

be 
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be a queftion,* as fince the Revolution the roa<is 
have been very much ncglcftcd, and are daily 
getting worfc and worfe. , 


DECEMBER ly. 

Iii the morning, we were re-committed to 
our prifon, and proceeded to Epernay, the moll 
famous place in the whole country for Cham- 
pagne. Even over me might this nctlar have 
extended its exhilarating influence, had not an 
accident, which, trifling as it was, made a 
powerful impreflion upon me, thrown me back 
into my former ftate of annihilation, even at the 
moment when I began to feci my heart and my 
fpirils reviving. 

The nulls and windows of the room in which 
wc dined, were fcratchcd over with names and 
verfes, after the idle cullom fo prevalent among 
travellers. 1 was amufing myfelf with examining 
them, when unluckily my attention was caught 
by the letters F. E. with a crofs, at the corner 
of a window^. 

Vahiflied lihe a flafli of lightning were, the 
artificial fpirits that ‘the wine bad for a moment 

* .The croL fubjolned to the initials is confidered as indicat* 
lug that they u tre infertbed by fomebody who had juft loft fpiiie 
very dear corincclioii.—— Trans LA TO u. 

infpired 
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infpired, and I fell into a ftate of the moft gloomy 
abftraftion. Thef^ letters, and the horrible cro&, 
feemcd to reproach me that I could yet ^e fen- 
fible to the joys of wine, when thofe of love vverc 
lofl to me foi^ever. lie who was never in a like 
fituation, may perhaps fmile when I relate that I 
fccrctly entreated pardon of my Frederica for 
having tailed the wine. O-God! what will be- 
come of mo, if every trifling occurrence can' thus 
torture my heart ! 

* Wc flopped this night at Chateau Thierry. It 
^vas about eight o’clock in the evening when- we 
arrived there, and we quitted the place again at 
three the next morning. 

I ordered a room to be prepared for me di- 
rc£lly, and a fire to be made in it, for my prefent 
humour was ill aflbrted to the noify mirth’of my' 
companions. Mere I walked up and down, talk- 
ing to my Frederica, while they were eating and 
drinking below. The night was tempeftuous, 
and the roaring of the wind was the more ayvful, 
from the town being fituated very high, fo that 
there was nothing to break its force. To this 
raging of the ftorm without, was added the 
crackling of the fire within, and the perpetual 
creaking of the door, that altogether my foul was 
imprefled with fenfations I can hardly deferibe. 

O The 
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The war of na/ure was congenial with my feel- 
ings j the hours I pafled her/ were melancholy, 
but cyrapoling. When I am thus^ alone, my Fre- ' 
derica feems with me : I talk to her as though 
Ihe were prefent, and pour out to her all my 
heart. Ah! perhaps Ihe may be really prefent! 

' — perhaps Ihe hovers about me as my guardian 
angel!' — Oh, why does llie not appear for one 
moment, to give- me aflurance of her exigence ! — 
How often have I intreated it ! — and on this fo- 
lemn evening I entreated it once more ! 

Chateau Thierry is the birth place of the ad- 
mirable La Fontaine.* This rendered it much 
more interefting to me than the celebrated bridge 
over the hills at Nancy. 

The night was pafled entirely without fleep ; 

’ and f<f it muft have been from the ftorm, even 
had my own uneafy thoughta not kept me wak- 
ing. A more violent hurricane, indeed, I fcarcely 
ever remember. It was as if Boreas had unloofcd 
all the meflengers of his fiiry into my room. 


DfiCF.MBF.R 18. 

We left Chateaiv Tliieriy, dined at Meaux, 
and at length, about fix in the evening, weary 
of our journey, weary ahnoft of life, arrived at 


PARIS. 
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PARIS. 

t f ' ~ 

I was inexpreffibly mortified that it was ‘al- 
ready dark j yet the fliops on both fides of the 
ftreets, prettily fet out, and handfomely lighted, 
had a very good efFeft. The cuftom of announc- 
ing, in large letters, over the dopr of each houfe, 
the ^ame and trade of the inlmbitants, pleafed, 
me extremely. This pradlice, indeed, rriay be 
obferved from the moment of entering the domi- 
nions of France. Almoft all the houfes have 
alfo figns, and thefe are ufually fomething gol- 
den, as >The Golden Apple^ The Golden ^Bowl, The 
Golden Lion, The Golden Key. A ftrong chara6ter- 
iftic fcature'of French oftentation. 

The tafte our forefathers had for gaudy co- 
lours has been confidered as a fign of the in- 
fancy of a nation. May not this paflion for gpid 
be the diftinftive ftamp of that period of old 
age when it is falling back into its fecond child- 
hood ? This favourite Orfgold) feems now, how- 
ever, in fome degree to be fupplanted by the more 
fafhionable nation, and national. A few days ago 
I faw over a door Traiteur de la nation. A defpe- 
rate undertaking, I thought within myfelf, tb-feed 
a whole hungry nation. 

O 2 
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Were I not in the very.^ vortex of diiBpation, 
the ^refent day muft fill me with nothing but 
melancholy images, fince it is the anniverfary 
of the inftitution of our private theatre at Re- 
val. All is now in that town mirth and jubilee. 
On this day laft year, my Virgin of the Sun was 
performed for the firft time, when my Frede- 
rica played Amazili. How becoming was the 
wreath in her hair! — Oh God I what anguilli 
of heart lies in thefe recolle£tionsl 

Towards evening, we went to walk in the Pa- 
lais Royal. ^ Schulz has deferibed it fo well, that 
1 can add nothing, to his defeription. It made a 
pleafing, but not a grand impreflion upon me. 
The fine range of fliops at ^eterfburgh is little 
inferior to it. 

r 

A man invited us, with a very carneft and noify 
eloquence, to come in and fee lin homme fauvage 
and une jeune Alfacienne, for only twelve fous. The 
homme fauvage, who was taken upon the Lord 
knows what ifland, had as little of the fauvage 
in him as myfelf. He was a handfome young 
fellow, with a phyfiognomy fimilar to that of 
Jefus Chrift. He had a black beard, which 
had been fuffered to grow, and the reft of his 
dred was truly laughable. Round his head he 

had 
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bad a wreath of artificial flowers, and his outer 
garment, if garment fuch a thing might be called, 
was a. large packthread net. What ftamped him 
a favage, as far as I could find, was Amply that 
he eat ftones, as many a man has done before, 
without incurring the like diftinciion. He firft 
crulhed the flints with his teeth, then opened 
his mouth wide, to fliew them champed, then 
fwallowed them, and afterwards let us feel his 
floraach, where, in truth, we could hear the 
clatter of a tolerable depot. There appeared 
to me no dece})tion in all this ; the only thing 
that wore the femblance of deception was, that 
he pretended not to be able to fpeak. 

Next appeared the young Alfacian. She was 
a girl about twelve years old, paitited like a 
Chriftmas mafk, and as dirty as a pig, who want-t 
cd to exhibit fome common every-day tricks upon 
the wire. I begged to be excufed the perform- 
ance, and paying my twelve fous, departed. 

Another man was no lefs vociferous in recom- 
mending to our notice a collection of wax figures 
as large as life, which, indeed, we found well 
worth feeing. . 'Fhere were, the King, the Queen, 
the Dauphin, with Madame Royale, La Fayette, 
Baillic, Voltaire, Rouflfcau, Dr. Franklin, the two 
celebrated and interefting prifoners, Mafercs de 

la ‘ 
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la Tude and Baron Trenck ; the Indian Ambalfe- 
dors, swho were once here ; Madame du Barre 
aileep,'1and fcarcelyhalf clothed; Maria Therefaj 
Clermont Tonnerre, and a multitude befides, 
all drefled according to their proper collume, and 
all, as was generally agreed, extraordinary like- 
neffes. What would I not have given for fuch 
a likenefs of my Frederica ! — Yet am I not a 
£oo1 ? — as if her image were not impreffed on my 
heart much more accurately, and in much more 
forcible colours, than flie could be reprefented 
by any artift. But had I fuch a figure, I would 
place it by my fide at table as the Egyptians 
ufed to do with their mummies. Ah! this was 
furely an excellent cuftom. 

I could not forbear fmiling at feeing Voltaire 
•and Roufleau fitting together very familiarly at 
a little table, appearing as if they were de- 
monftrating fome propofition, perfeftly at their 
cafe, and not caring for any thing or any body. 

It is amufing to go into the coffee-houfes in the 
Palais-Royal. They are full of Affiches, Aunonces, 
and AvertiJJmens, forne of which are very curi- 
ous. f'or infiance, one announced a fervant 
♦wanted, who, befides his mother-tongue, French, 
muft underfiand German; Italian, and Englifii. 
He rauft alfo be able to; fliave, to drefs hair, • to 
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cook, to take care of horfes, to drive a cabriolet, • 
&c. &c. &c. I wiftied very much to know jwhat 
could be included in tlie et cetera. » 

Here, and every where, there is fuch an eter- 
nal ringing of" changes upon liberty, and- what- 
ever has any relation to it, that it is really fa- 
tiguing. Our hair-drefler, who is a member of 
the National Guard, and a moft ^alous dern8|, 
crat, never calls the king any 'thing butfi/pytasr)^ 
homme, and the queen is commonly la coipdne, la 
mijerabk femme du roi. If he be in a particularly 
complacent humour, however, then it is4» femme 
de Louis feize } and if in a particularly fs^rcaftic 
one, then la femme dupouvoir execntif. No fcruple 
i.s made of faying, that it was a very great pity 
the Queen efcapcd on the fixth of Oftober, when 
her fate was fo nearly decided. ' , 

The people are in great alarm, left the Empe- 
ror Leopold Aiould fend troops into France, 
It is faid, that a letter was lately laid under the 
Queen’s napkin, threatening that, in cafe her bro- 
ther (hould dare to take any fteps againft French 
liberty, her head fliould be fent to him upon a 
pike. 

Some days ago, a dreadful feene took place at 
the opera. The piece performed way Iphigci^ 
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At the choru§ cianlons, celebrons notre reitie, the 
iDuchefe of Biron, and fome others in the neigh- 
bouring boxes, clapped, and -applauded ex- 
tremely, and called / encore! which is not 
ufual at the opera. The performers, however, 
ventured to repeat the chorus, when the Duchefs 
threw a laurel wreath upon the ftage. This was 
enough, and more than enough, to roufe the peo- 
ple’s fury. They hifled, they cried, they gave 
•the Duchefs very opprobrious epithets j they got 
oranges, apples, and pears, both hard and foft, 

' and pelted her fo that her box was foon like 
a fruit-fhop, and Ihe herfelf all over bruifes ; 
fortunately, a knife that was thrown miffed 
her. Some among the populace, more w'anton 
than wicked, brought in a bundle of rods to 
chaffife her before the eyes of the whole public. 
^She had fufficient prefence of mind to keep her 
feat, and let them go on, with perfeft compo- 
fure. Had fhe quitted her box, th?y had proba- 
bly broke into the faloon j and' had fhe attempted 
to fay a fingle word, or to make any offenfivc 
gefture, they had probably broke into her box. 

At length all was quiet. The Duchefs had 
all the apples, pears, and oranges, and above 
all, the knife, collefted together, and fent them 
the nc^t morning to the Marquis de la Fayette, 
w^J^1|00ipliments, and fhe had fent him fomc 

■ firiking 
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Jlriking teftimonies of French freefdom, which file 
requelled him to offer upon the alUr of liberty In 
. her name. 

On the following day, Enne, the player, who 
was the principal offender in the repetition of the 
chorus, was compelled to make a very fubmillive 
apology for his conduct, and to trample the lau- 
rel wreath under his feet*. 

p 

Proofs of the licentioufnefs of the people may 
be collefled daily in abundance. The driver of 
the fiacre^ in which w'e ret urned yefterday even- 
ing to the Ruffian and Englifh hotel, where we 
lodge, called my companion mon ami. Tlie let- 
ter replied with a fmile, “ Do you really be- 
“ lieve me your friend?” — “ Ah, bah! bah I” 
faid the driver, “ w'e are all equal.” 

Our valet de place alfo, after having called us a 
coach to go to the op.era, delired leave, without 

^ Without confidering the conduifl of the people as juftifia* 
blcy yet furely the Duchefs de Biron’s was highly cenfurablCp 
Ic appears, that to encore at all was very unufiial in fuch a per* 
formauce, and to fcled foi this purpofe a palFage, which,' ii| 
the then temper of the times, mi^ft be obvioufly otfenfive to - 
the populace, was throwing down the gauntlet, and abfotutelj 
Inviting the difb^ibance that enfued, when no poiTible good efy • 
fe£t could arife from it. If a perfon of her rank could fa far 
degrade herfelf as to Court a conteft, was it to be expelled that 
the lefs cultivated mafs iliould decline it.^l?jrji.itsi.AToa« 
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aay ceremony, tO get in, “ becaufe,” he faid, " the 
** weather was very bad.” 

I was pleafed with the opera itfelf, but feveral 
other things croffed and teazed me. ’ Though 
vfe went by five o’clock, the houfe was already 
full, and we could only with difficulty get places 
in the Balcony, that is to fay in a fort of very 
large box of which there is one on each fide the 
theatre. For thefc feats we gave ten livres, half 
a louis d’or — dear enough in niy opinion. How'- 
ever, I fhould not have complained had we 
feen well, but that was by no means the cafe, 
for even this place was fa crowded that it was 
intpolfible to fee over more than half the flage. 

In the boxes I muft own, there was a confider- 
ablc difplay of beauty, but it was artificial 
beauty. Ah 1 no where did I fee a Frederica ! 
no where the cxprellion of artlefs goodnefs, 
fo confpicuous in every feature of her face ! . ' 

A very polite young man who flood next to 
me, fhewed nje a Madame Gouverne, who, he 
faid, was efteemed the handfomeft woman in 
iParis. He might be right. She did indeed ap- 
► Jiear extremely handfotne, and had much of that 
jfettflenefs and grace without which no w'oman 
,can be atlra&live in my eyes. 


The 
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'ITie performanee was Les. PrdUndus, a cooitc- 
opera. The mufic and (uigers were excellent, 

. and the latter were alfo good aftors and a6treiifes, 
which is feldom the cafe on our German ftage, 
and is a great difadvantage to the piece. The- 
entertainments of the evening concluded with 
the fplendid ballet of Pfyehe; at prefent a reigning 
favourite with the public. The general impref* 
fion it made upon me was not pow’erful, but 
with particular paffages, and parts of the macbi> 
nery; I was extremely charmed. I muft inflance 
particularly that where Pfyche is carried away 
by a Zephyr, in a cloud, from the top of a rugged 
rock, when juft as (he difappears, a long and 
beautiful dream of light is left behind — agab, 
where (lie is fitting at her toilette, with little 
Cupids fluttering round her — and where alfo (lie 
appears as the fcholar of Terpfichore. All thele 
made, in part a ftron’g, in part a pathetic, impref- 
fion upon my fenfes. 

To the dancing, that is to fay, to the throwing 
the arms and legs about, and the jumping and 
bounding, 1 am not very partial, nor oould I 
feel much pleafure even in Veftris’s foh and 
pas-de-deux as Amor. But I was extremely 
pleafed with the Zephyrs,, which indeed feemed 
rather to than to move as human beings. 
Hercules was the very countcrpait^ the ftone- 
5 eatCT 
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eater we had fetn in the morning. Some things 
appeared to me too horrible for a ballet. For 
inllancc, the manner in which Pfyche is pulled 
about, and the contortions into which her body 
is thrown when (he falls into the hands of fome 
dozen or two of devils, as well as her being preci- 
pitated from a high rock into the burning Phlege- 
thon. The woman who played Pfyche was a 
lovely creature indeed, and affumed fo much 
innocence in her appearance, that no one could 
have fuppofed her a dancer at the great opera 
at Paris. 

I could not at laft decide whether the per- 
formance, take it all together, was worth half a 
louis d’or j but this I know for certain, that I 
would not for ten louis d’ors endure again what 
w'e went through after the entertainments were 
^nilhcd. We had prepared ourfelves for waiting 
half an hour before the crowd could be fuffici- 
ently difperfed to permit the leaving our box ; 
liut alas ! we had to fpend another fatiguing half 
hour in the faloon ere we could venture to feek 
our fervant in the hope of getting away, fjcrc 
we Apod furrounded on all fides by draughts of 
wind, and if we attcihptcd to get out of them 
by going into a box, wc .were almoft fuffocated 
by the fmell of extinguifliing the lamps. To 
complete th^mattcr, when we did find the fervant. 
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no fiacre was to be had, which confiderably pro- 
longed our torments, and when, at laft, even 
this difficulty was furmounted, wc were aflailed 
with fuch a ’piercing wind and fnow,* blowing 
direftly in our faces as we came out of the houfe, 
tliat for myfelf, poor hypochondriacal valetudi- 
narian as I was, I thought it would have fent 
mo again to the brink of the grave. 

At getting into the carriage, I was prefented 
with a new trait of French vanity, at which, 
notw'ithftanding my ill-humour, and my frozen , 
cheeks, I could not forbear finiling. A Savoyard 
came up, begging fomething to drink as ho had 
procured the carriage. I told him that was 
done b\ my own fervant. He afferted to the 
contrarv , wdien at length the lacquey confefled 
that he did not like to dirty his {lockings, fo had 
font the Savoyard indead of goinjj himfelf. I told 
him that ho v^as very welcome to fend whom 
he pleafod, but theq he muft be picafed alfo to 
pay liim himfelf. In this he acquiefeed after 
fonie oppofition, and we proceeded homewards. 

Wc had not gone many Heps, before we were 
flopped by a voice of complaint, when our driver 
begged that we would permit a gentleman, who 
•was going to the Palais-royal asw ell as ourfelve^ 
to take the fourth place in the carriage, the third 
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being occupied^ again by our valet. We very 
readily confentcd, and a well-dreffed man got in, 
who with the true French eafe was acquainted 
with us' in a moment, and had run over every' 
poffible topic of converfation in a quarter of an 
hour. 

We exprcfled a wilh to be prefent at a 
debate in the National Aflcmbly. He told 
us that* we could not be admitted with- 
out tickets, but as be was himfelf a deputy, he 
Ihould have very great pleafure in procuring 
them for us ; an offer which wc accepted with 
many thanks. I do not even now know who 
this man was, for ’tis one of my flieepifli follies 
that I never can alk any perfon his name, and I 
as little like to give my own to another. I did, 
however, give him both that and my addrefs, and 
hope to hear farther from him. 

Our fellow-countryman Schulz lodged in the 
very fame hotel that we inhabit, and is re- 
membered here, as he always will be wherever 
he goes, with kindnefs and attachment. Both 
our h(dl, and the barber who had the honour of 
drdliDg his hair, call him hn enfant^ and pro* 
jMoAy think they confer a great honour upon 
llto, as a German, by ^ving him fo familiar an 
appellation. 

Tin; 
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Tin, leather, and paper, have often, been 
ftamped as mb,ney in times of neceflity. _At pre- 
fent fcarcely any other money is to be feen Here 
but fcraps of paper, called affignats, ftamped with 
a head of the king. The leaft are for two hun- 
dred livres. 

I was this morning with my banker, M^fieur 
Perregaux, to get a bill of exchange mt two 
thoufand livres difcounted. 

" VV^hat fliall I do with thefe?”' faid I, as he 
was paying me with this new-fafliioned coin. 

“ We have no other,” faid he, flirugging his. 
ihoulders. 

“ That is melancholy,” laid I. 

“ Extremely fo,” he rejoined, and wiflied me 
good morning. 

I loft five per cent, in getting my paper ex- 
changed, yet to exchange it was abfolutely ne- 
ccffary, fince there are a thoufand trifling ex- 
pences below the fum of two hundred francs'. ’ 
I now underftand perfeftly what the Savoyards 
JUlp nt, who aflfailed me by dozens the other day 
ii^hc Palais-royal, crying, Fba/ez vous de 1' argent,, 

Menjtettr ? 
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Mgnfteur ? at ^the fame time clinking their full 
purfes in my. cars. 1 thought at the time it was 
only impertinent banter. 


This day we went to the Boulevards to fee 
les grands danfeiirs du rot, who indeed a^e no 
dancers at all. They have fcarcely even fo mtich 
of the great in them .as the king their mailer, and 
as little deferve their pompous title as the arch- 
biiliops of Chalcedonia, Tarfus, Joppa, and 
others. How they came by it heaven only 
knows, but the king can Certainly never have 
fecn his grands danfetirs. 


The theatre would have done fomc credit to 
a little provincial town in Germany. The bell 
places were only thirty Ibus, about fix times lefs 
than the opera. 


“ And the performance is fix times lefs enter- 
" taining ?” perhaps it may be aiked. 

To that I make no anfwer. We went thither 
aliout half after five, when we found a parcel of 
very dirty unhealthy-looking children dancing 
upon the rope, which they called an entertain- 
ment, though 1 could not find that it entertained 
any body. However, we will not quarrel about 
a name j ever fhus in the world at large. 


At 
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At fix the regular play begafl ; it was, Thi 
Oyfier FiJJiery. Four women fcolded and ajjufed 
their hulhauds* unmercifully, often ufing very. in- 
decent language, particularly grofs and broad 
double entendre. Yet the performers played with 
an cafe, vivacity, nature, and truth, that was truly 
admirable ; and fuch as 1 never witncflTcd upon 
the mofl; celebrated German fiage. They were 
always ready with repartee, never helitating, or 
wanting the alliftancc of the prompter; yet their 
wit was not pointed improperly, as is fo com- 
monly the cafe with our German performers. 
In Hiort, they kept me involuntarily in a conftant 
laugh. 


1 have obferved that many of the Parifian the- 
atres have no prompter, and even where there is 
one, ho does not fit in the curfed bee-hive as^ 
among us, but is funk fo below the flage that 
his e}'cs are juft jiarallel with it, and his head is 
entirely concealed by the lamps. I wifli the vile 
cuftom of prompting was entirely abolilhed, and 
then players would be conftrained to ftudy their 
parts thoroughly, nor would our ears any longer 

be offended with their eternal blunders and he- 

« 

fitation. Here the performers were all fo per- 
fed, and had fo completely acquired the tone of 
converfation, that all idea of previous ftudy was 

P loft. 
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loft, and they liad exa£Hy the appearance of a 
nuinb|er of perfons met together, and a£tuallr 
conver/idig. • 

After The OyjUr Fijhery\ was performed a little 
})tcce, called L'ablre Cburt-dhter. It was wholly 
devoid of plot, but contained many trul\ comic 
feeues, and by the perfect eafe of the performers 
was rendered extremely pleafant. 

The entertainments concUidcd with a panto- 
mime in four ails, entitled, The Meta .iorphofa o; 
the benevolent Fairy. It was a true Italian comedy 
with a harlequin, and fatiguefl me exceedingly 
The machinery was bad, the.dreflTes dirty and 
devoid of taftc ; and in ftiort, I had feen the 
fame kind of performance in a far better fhle at 
^Fetcrlburgh in the year 1782, In fpite of the 
ridicule of my friends, 1 feldom mifled the Italian 
comedy there, for I could al\\a\s laugh at !<■ 
heartily, and I own I like a laugii, even tliough 
reafon may not be on my tide. The world in 
general had no conccj)tion how any body could 
be amufed yvith fuch abfurdity, yet all the world 
went, and all laughed as well as myfelf, 'I he 
difference was, that tl*ey \yorc afliamcd to confefs 
they found it laughable, and 1 confeffed it at once 
without any lhame at all. 


I return 
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1 return to the grands danfm^ du rot. The 
conclulion of their exhibitions was a very Jicen- 
• tious piece, called Les quatre Rendezvous,* doling 
with a fete chamfetre, in which thefe grands dan- 
fairs danced very vilely. Yet what better could 
be expeded for thirty fous ? 

In the courfc of the evening two ladies of plea- 
fiire dole into the box where we were feated. 
As I have mentioned this clafs of females, I can- 
not help obferving, that during the whole time I 
was at Paris, I never faw one who could poQibly 
have attracted a man with the lead refinement 
of tade. A diamelcfs impudence was damped 
upon every countenance, and the eyes in which, 
perhaps, in the days of youth and innoceiice, 
thoufaiKls of lovely Cupids had played, were 
tratisformed into the couch of ficknefs and dif- 
cal'e. Tlie pallid hue their complexions had ac- 
quired from the loathfome lives they lead, was 
difguifed by a thick coat of paint, which at the 
fame time gave a degree of vivacity to their hol- 
low deadened eyes. This is a true picture of 
this miferablc race, and I was in the confcint 
habit of feeing no incontiderable number; fincct 
they fwarm in the Palais-Roy'al. In a box oppo- 
lite to us fat one in men’s clothe.s, but.fo pot Ott 
that die mud indantly be recognized as a* female. 
f)he was in the right to wear this drefs, for ,het 
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Uifagrccahlc face was almoft loft in the high red 
colhiF to her coat. 

But to return to our companions. They feat- 
ed themfelves very coolly, and although we talked 
German, fo that they niuft perceive wc were 
foreigners, feemed flrongly inclined to attacli 
themfelves to us. One of them foon addrefl'ed 
us, “ From England, I fuppofe, gentlemen 


“ Yes,” anfwercd my friend. 

I obfervod that the lady who alked the quef- 
tion immediately began to fpeak French in a 
broken drawling manner, although Ihc had pre- 
vioufly talked it with the utmoft fluency. I rc- 
anarked upon her manner of fpeak ing, and en- 
quired the rcafon of it? 

" I am not a French woman, Monfieur,” faid 
Ihc “ 1 am a German.” 


“ From what part of Germany r” I alked. 


*' From Vienna,” flic replied. A humorous 
falf^ood, for we had been talking (Jerman toge- 
ther for fomc time, which flic miftook for En- 
glifh; but I. fuppofe perceiving that we wt're 

foreigners. 
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foreigners, flie thought it woujd t)e a recom- 
mendation of herfclf to aifutne the foreigner too. 

• • 

When we ceafed converfing with them, they 

began talking to each other of fuch a traiteur, or 
fuch a rejiaurateur, whore excellent fuppcrs were 
provided. This was evidently intended as an 
avis ati leReur ; I, however, went home, and eat 
my Ample apple cmpot very quietly in my own 
room. 

Unhappy creatures ! — Ah ! a man mull: have 
poffeffed a wife like mine, not td' be difgufted 
with the whole fex from the fpecimeu you 
furniflied. 


DECEMUER 21. 

On this day a wretched culprit was broke 
upon the wheel in the Place de Greve. I cau- 
tioufly avoided ftirring out the whole morning, 
left my ill ftars fliould lead me into the w'ay of fo 
horrible a fcenc. . . 

I conftantly devote a part of every forenoon tb 
the Palais-Royal, fpending it fometimes in the 
Caffe de Chartres ^ to read the German newfpapersj 
or in Cuffac the bookfeller’s fliop j or among the 
bufy bulling crowd, where my ears are deafen^ 
by the noife of a thoufaud criers, and my eyes 

diflra^ed 
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diftra8^e<I by a thoufand elegant objects, which 
luxury, united with the love of gain, places in the 
fliop-windows. 

Wc fpent the evening at Madcmoifclle dc 
Montanllcr’s theatre in the Palais-Royal. A little 
opera was performed in the ufual ftylc of fuch 
j)icces, poor both in body and foul ; — that is to 
fay, both in miilic and dialogue. I'he only 
comic part was a gormandising abbe, whb in a 
humorous fong complained that the ecclcfiallics 
had been deprived of their property. Such 
flrokes are ’ttlways received with peals of ap- 
plaufe. 

This little opera, was followed by Le Sotird, on 
L'Auberge plein, a comedy, or rather a farce, in 
three a£ts. Yet as a farce, it is of a fuperior 
kind, and,. I think, would be well received upon 
the German ftage; In one feene, where the 
aflion paflTes in two different rooms at the fame 
time, the feenery was uncommonly well managed. 
InHhe front was a dining-hall, w’ith fome fteps 
in the back ground leading to a chamber, 
about half of which was vilible thi<ough a win- 
dow into the dining-hall ; a m6de of - building 
not ^^Jimufual in old manfions. Behind this 
WM^w a part of the a6tion was going forwards, 
^ 4 ^ne£|ed with what was pading at the fame time 
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inthefrontroom.andhad an extrehjely good efffifl. 
At the end of this fcene the deaf -man drew the 
curtain again ^before the window, and -th^n the 
ftage appeared undivided. 

I w'as afterwards introduced to the author of 
this piece, Monfieur des Farges. It is not yet 
printed, but he was fo polite as to lend me his 
raanufeript, of which I may very probably make 
fome ufe. , 

Here again we found abundance of ladies of 
plcafure afl'onibled, who were as ufual extremely 
tsoublefomc. One of them thruft her addrefs 
into ray companion’s hand ; Madcmoifelle Adelaide, 
au Palais Royal, au nombre qjiaire-vingts huit, par le 
derriere. And there the may ren^aiif for me. 

DECEMXSER 22. • 

This morning I received a vifit from Madame’ 
de Rome, the tranflator of my Adelaide of IVul- 
fingen. She had jmt her tranflation into the 
hands of the performers at Moulieur’s theatre, 
and was in daily ,cxpc£lation of their decifion 
upon it. For my ow'u part I am thoroughly 
convinced, that if, for the foke of fome feenes, the 
piece in its original l^rni deferved to live, French- 
ified as it now is, it deferves nothing but damna- 
tion. f. .. 

Madame 
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■ Madame d^'Rome has an idea of honouring 
me farther with tranflating Mifanthropy and Re- 
pentdtue^ but this alfo rauft undergo a purgation. 
“ An adultrefs-! — No, that vviJJ never do ! — She 
“ muft only be a little indifcreet !” 

“ Bon /” fay I. — ^Then there arc too many 
chara6lers, — fome of them muft be difcarded. 
The General, the Old-man, and Bittermann can- 
not by any means be allowed a place in the 
French Mijanthropy and Repentance. 


That alfo might pafs; but, befides, there arc 
not confidents enough in the play;,-cand the fair 
tranflator muft fupply my deficien'Oy. Upon 
which among the dramatis pcrfonae will^ it be 
fuppofed hdr dioice has fallen for filling this im- 
portant office ? Neither more nor lefs than Maf- 
ter Peter, whom fhe thus exalts into the pivot 
on which the whole intrigue turns. He is the 
Major’s confident, and the friend and companion 
of Francis, with vvhom he plots and contrives till 
the Mifanthrope is made to dance to their pi{)e, 
and the denouement is brought about. 



The only really fuperfluous perfon in my dra- 
ma, I mean Charlotte, is to be retained. Indeed ' 

if 
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if this plan of tranflation is carried into 
nothing will remain of ASfanthropy and Repeur 
tance, but repentance in my bofom for ifaving 
written it. If it be not fuited to the Ff^ch 
ftage as it came out of my hands, rather may it 
remain untranflated. 

“ It cannot remain as it is” — faid Madame dc 
Rome: the French are too far removed from 
nature to endure it. A very high eulogium on 
mo, I thought within myfelf; if on that account 
alone they deviate from the fpirit of my work. 

For the reft, Madame de Rome interefted me 
extremely. , She appears an amiable and culti- 
vated womdn, and talks both much and w'ell. 
She belongs to the party reprobated here as arif- 
tocratic, for her hulband was an officer, and a 
chevalier of the order of St. Louis, a man foriiei 
wffiat advanced in years, and precipitated into 
his gr^ve by the commotions of the revolution. 
For five days and nights flie affured me that they 
never thought their lives fecure in their own 
apartments a fingle moment. Sometimes her 
hulband w'as menaced with death, fometimes the ’ 
populace wanted to place him at the head of a 
^nd of rhutineers, fometimes they threatened to 
'plunder and burn down the houfe. Befidesj the 

National 
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National Affembly, flie faid, had deprived her of 
a penfion ; " and not duly thatj” (lie added with 
great eagerncfs, “ but I mud not ,even retain my 
“ arms. If I want to feal a letter, I mud prcls 
“ it together with mv thumb.” 

I imagine that die now maintains hcrfelf prin- 
cipally by writing, though her appearance was 
fmart, and not a fyllable of complaint, or hint of 
a wilh for allidance from any other hand, efcaped 
her lips. She affured me that die might earn a 
great deal of money if die would only enlifv 
among the wild crew who are dailv inundating 
the public with pamphlets againd the court, in 
which the queen is called nothing but I'cxecrabk 
Anfoiaette, and la miferable femme du rot. Madame 
de Rome alfo confirmed what 1 have mentioned 
before, that the milded ajipcllation ever given 
‘h^r, is la femme du rot, and this is confidered a.s 
an uncommon exertion of forbearance. 

She prefented me with a cojiy of the Anecdoies 
(f jojeph the Second, which die had trandated, and 
of which fcarcely a hundred' had been fold. She 
aferibed the ill fuccefs of this fpcculation to the 
mortal hatred indiferiminately borne lier^iowards 
every member, of the houfe of Aullria. 
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By her I was fi^gal^-deale^ at 

Nancy has an idea^P^blifli^ a Gcrman^thea- 
trc. Woe to poor Germans! 


But nothing during my interview with this 
lady, pierced my bofom fo deeply as when flie 
mentioned the lofs of her hulband. There, in- 
deed, flie touched a firing in my heart that vi- 
brated mofi feelingly in unifon with her own ; 
and yet, how much happier was flie — how much 
happier was her hulband, than myfelf! They 
had lived together in the joys of wedlock for 
fi\'e-and twenty years, and flie became -not a wi- 
dow till advanced in life. I po(Tofledii||jH^ife', 
rica only lix years, and want yet^me' 
of being thirty years old! All the happmefe'J 
can ever experience was compreffed together 
within that fliort fpace. Ah ! wdiy were my 
days of blifs fo few ! — Why did not fate referve 
fi)me drops of tranfport to foothc me m the 
vale of declining age ! — Since we are then once 
more children, the toys of nature, why is it 
denied me to do like children with their cakes 
and fweetmeats, to referve -the mofi delicious 
morfel for the laft ! Or, fince I perhaps am to be 
early called away from a taUIe> where for me there 
is no more enjoyment, it may be that my Frederica 
u only fummoned, firfi to wait and receive me 
JR the door, where I have long been ftanding, 

that 
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that I may hea/ it clofed behind me. without re- 
pining, nor foci too deeply the voices of my poor 
infants as they ftrive to call me back. 

Oil heaven ! how the lead circumftance leads 
me back to this one fatal point ! 

t 

Let me ! — let me return to Paris, where every 
one enjoys, and no one feels ! — where every one 
participates, yet no one fympathizes ! 

The morning was very fine, and wc went out 
to take a walk. We jiafl'od through the bufy 
tumultuous Rne St. Hoiiore to the Place de Louis 
qtiinzc, and thence to the I'huilleries. The ge- 
nial mildnefs of the weather had Invited many 
others, like ourfelves, into the air. A number 
of people were reclining beneath the wall on 
'the left hand of the gardens, particularly women 
and children, to enjoy the faint wintry rays of 
the benignant fun. The fight was foothing and 
-interefting. I thought of the well-known horrors 
committed by the Prince de Lambefc on the 
very fame fpol, and could not forbear contraft- 
ing them in idea with the tranquil feene before 
me. It was a contraft by which the latter did not 
fuffer. 


I reme: 
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I remember once reading, but where I cannot^ 
recolle£l', of a little rural cottage, which, placed 
amid the pofhpoiis ruins of fome magnificent 
building, deftroyed by an earthquake, makes an 
undcfcribable iinprcllion upon the traveller. , I 
figure to myfelf that I muft have felt much the 
fame impreflion at the feene I beheld in the 
'riiuilleries. ^ 

»i . 

We went for a few moments into the inner 
court of the palace. We found Swifs foldicrs 
and National Guards every where keeping fentry 
indiferiminately; yet methought they call oblique 
glances at each other, like good and evil angels 
waiting together the departure of a foul, whit h 
both have ftretched out their arms to receive. 

On the banks of the muddy Seine we took ?, 
coach, and drove to the Pont neuf, to pay our de- 
votions at the ftatue of Henri qmtre. Thou ex- 
cellent king ! — on thy countenance is alfo legibly 
imprelTed the excellent man! — and the one is no 
Icfs valuable than the other. 

Thence we proceeded to the Palais, as it is , 
called, where fentcnce is pronounced on crimi- 
nals. We found the court full ofhorfe-guards, 
and our driver faid, in a carelefs and jocofe man- 
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ner. On demera »» fauvre- diable a dejmner et ti 
difien 

The meaning of this was, that the court of 
juftice was about to condcmil R culprit, who 
was immcdiatciv to be executed. 1 fiiuddered 
at this hardened indifference to fo awful a fcenc. 
Our va^ was much in the fame ftory, and- 
ipoke with equal compofurc of an execution as 
of dancing qn the rope. 

\^’’e afeended the great ftair-cafe. I faw no- 
‘ thing in the Palais but what Jefus Chrift drove 
from the Jewifh temple, buyers and fellers in 
almoft as great abundance as in the Palais- 
Royal. 

» At tlie end of an angular gallery we at length 
found the Hall of Judgment, which we entered 
juft at the moment when the poor criminal’s 
fentence was reading. But the place was fo full 
and fo hot, and the whole feene gave me fuch 
an impreflion of horror and anguifh, that I turned 
back immediately, 'fhe offender I did not fee, 
and of tlie judge I faw nothing but his Spanifli 
bat. 

J Fcoachman now drove us through fbe Pl(^e 
eve, where the dreadful inftrument of dc- 

ftru^lon. 
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ftruclion, a wheel with a was already 

]>rcpared, and thoufands of people were crowd- 
ing about it. • O how rejoiced was I to iura my 
bacK upon this execrably celebrated^ place! 
Were I offered the moll fumptuops palaOQ* in 
the world in the P/ace de Greve, ast^a. prefent, 
upon condition of living in it, 1 fhduld reject 
it with difguft and horror. * 


Tn the evening we went to the Italian theatre. 

A very fine room, commodious feats, vile deco- 
' * 

rations, good fingers, moderate actors. 1 he en- 
tertainments were, La FauJJ'e Magic, and 
'Hie firft is a filly infufferable thing, with very 
infipid mulic by Grctry. The fecond is alfo well 
known in Germany. It is pleafing, and the mufic 
good, but the father of Sargines looked like a 
pcriw'ig-maker, and his fair coufiil like a lady^ 
fiom the Palais-Royal. 

As in the past of Sargines fome tragic paffages 
occur, we had now a fpecimen of the French 
talents in thfct way. It was fuch a dreadful 
fawing of the air, flourifliing of the arms, bel- 
lowing, and catching of the breath, as was 
fcarcely to be endured for a moment. 

Heavens! what an unaccountable thing » 
taftb! — tiould not forbear laughing at all th$j|# 

paffages. 
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palTages, Tf<rhil6 the company in general wept,, 
and clapped, and cried bravo ! — And how hap- 
pcpa* this ? The French arc a difccrning pc<yle, 
and by no means wanting in tallc ^ why, then, 
do they and we diflcr fo widely ? Tlie truth 
feems, that we love nature, and they art. But 
yet I cannot underftand how it is pollible with 
their irritable feelings not to love nature, or 
to admire that art which docs not imitate nature. 
I, for my own part, have never confidered art as 
admirable, but in proportion as it approaches 
nature. I am not in the habit of writing clfa) s, 
therefore I cannot explain this matter ; I only 
know that it is fo. I will next attend the Theatre 
de la Nation, ~io fee a tragedy, and laugh till 1 be 
weary. 

, It is true, that before a French public, no foi- 
tence, no fine fentiment, no welJ-dcfcribed feel- 
ing, can be loft. All fuch occafion burfts of 
applaufe, as a fpark dropped among gunpowder, 
makes an inftant and tremendous explofion. 
Yet when I reflefled upon what l^had heard in 
the morning, I could not feel attrafted towards 
a people, who with perfeft levity could call a 
fentcnce of death a breakfaft, and aj^ execution 
a dinner — who might be ftiaken with a word of 
fentiment, while at the fame time a deed'df hor- 
ror was regarded with indifference. 


In 
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In Sargines are many paflages, \vhich, at the 
prcfent moment, have a powerful eiFe£t lipon 
the audience, .and might be fuppofed 40 c^ll 
forth a particular manifeftation of their fenti- 
mcnts. For inftance : 11 faxit vainer ly ou mouriVy 
pour Jon rot. From the applaufe with which this 
I'enlimcnt was received, it might well be pre- 
fumed that every foul in the houfe was burning 
with defire to teftify his loyalty, and die for that 
king whom, in their common language, they call 
nothing but Le pativre homme. 

Among the aftrefles was a charming young 
creature, by name Rofc Renaud. She appeared 
not more than fixteen or feventeen years old, 
and had fuch mildnefs, fuch gentlenefs, fuch in- 
nocence, in her countenance, that I could not 
forbear atking my neighbour whether it were 
pofliblc that this exprcllion was not deceitful ? 
Whether the could really be as innocent as flie 
appeared ? fie affured me flie was fo, and I in-’ 
dined to believe him, how improbable foever it 
might appear, efpccially as my belief was much 
ftrengthened by her modeft carriage and demea- 
nour upon the ftage. She feemed to feel an un- 
common degree of timidity, and it was not till 
after abundant applaufe and encouragement from 
the audience, with whom flic appeared a great 
favourite, that her voice loll the tremuloufnefs 

Q her 
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her upprehenfions had occafioned. This ditfi- 
dente, I think, fpeaks a yet uncorrupted heart, 
and I 'put up my prayers to hcpven that it may 
ever remain lo ! If it be pofliblc on a French 
ftage, may the allurements of fedu£tion never 
acquire any influence over her, but may iTie 
continue lo turn with difgufl: from tlic ])oifoned 
cup of voluptnoufnefs ! Her voice is fo flexible, 
fo foft, fo free from all draining, that her linging 
makes an irrelidiblc impreflion upon the b.eart, 
but the is little or nothing of an aftrefs. 

IMy companion was perfectly enchanted with 
her. He could talk of nothing clfe when we re- 
turned home, and in the middle of the night 
fuddenly darted up to write down a cjuatraine on 
this lovely young creature, to which his brain 
had jud given birth. 


DKCEMilMl 23. 

The new-born offspring was this morning font 
to Mademoifelle Rofe. She received it with 
a fmile, and I diook my head. It feemed but 
another of the clouds of incenfe by which her 
virtue is daily cncompafled, and whicli will per- 
haps ftifle it at lad. 

^ •,1 had fent for a taylor to make me a fuit of 
Clothes. He kept his hat on all the time he was 
5 with 
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with me, fans ceremonie, and the* cockade in it 
fcemed to cry aloud, fVe are all equal. * 

The evening hours were whiled away at the 
Varietes Amufanies. It is the handfomeft theatre 
1 have fecn. Every thing about it difplays 
taftc and elegance. The performers, however, 
were inucli below my expe£tation. The play 
was The Two Figaros, a pretty, but very intrigu- 
ing piece, the author of which is a member of 
the theatre at Bourdcaux. It is, properly fpeak- 
ing, a critiejue upon Beaumarchais’ Figaro, who 
is reproached, that with all his ingenuity he only 
ftrivos to over-readi fuch poor ftiipid mortals as 
Count Almaviva and Dodor Bartholo. In tliis 
piece, on the contrary, Figaro himfelf, notwith- 
Handing all his cunning, is repeatedly outwitted 
by the other Figaro, as a dirgnifed cherubim.* 
'I'he after-niece was ! ' Enr',kricnt SuppofJ, a hack 
ncyed fubjed, void of wit, humour, or fpirit. 

As this was over by half pall eight, and it was 
yet too early to return home for the night, my 
companion and 1 agreed to go and walk for a 
while in the fplendidly-illuijiinated arcade of the 
Palais-Royal. Every part was thronged with, 
company. The criers bawled, the fliops glit- 
tered, the politicians talked at full gallop, the 
Q 2 young 
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young men ogled, and the ladies of pica fare 
plucked people by the flecve. 

I now firftbccamefully acquainted with the coni' 
pletc fliamclcnhefs of the latter. They were all fo 
uncommonly drelTed, that the lowcft among them 
mighthavebecn miftakonforaladyof iafliion. Two 
really pretty looking young girls, who wi'rewalk- 
ing together arm in arm, followed us about with 
unwearied alliduitv, and would fain have made 
ii partie quarr,'.e \v\\\\ us. In hopes of getting rid 
of fuch a troublefomc purfuit, 1 told one ol them 
that her companion was not handfome enough. 

‘‘ But,” laid file, ” her figure is very tine.” 

While we were engaged in tin’s parley, a third 
. thruft herfelf in, and whifpered in my car, “ \\ ill 
“ you not come and fee me?” 

The other two were extremely olfendcd at this 
intrulion; and one of them drawdng up her head, 
faid, “ How, Madam ! do you think to rob us of 
“ our gentlemen?” 

To put an end to this contention, W'e contrived 
to flip in among the crowd, and leave all three in 
the lurch. 


A fourth. 
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A fourth, who had doubtlefs heard us fpeak 
(jcnnan, now prefTcd forwards, and purfudd us 
with the 'Kon\^ Detitfch, Deutfek*, which •fhe jiad 
probably by feme means caught up, and pro- 
noLincod with a very droll accent. 

A fifth, at laft, who feemed to have known 
my com])anion at the theatre, a poor unhappy 
creature fcarcely lixtecn, but very lively and ani- 
mated, prelfcd us lb earneftly to flip with her, 
which we underllood perfe6tly was to be at our 
own eofr, that at Icu gtii we determined to ac- 
cept the in\itatiou, for the fake of fpeculating 
upon the mode of life purfued in thefe abodes of 
wretchednefs and depravity. As we were two, 
the would fain have gone in (pieft of a companion 
to make up the partie (juarriw but tliis we would 
not by an) means permit. 

She conducied us uj) a llair-cal'e in the Pa- 
lais-Ro)al, to her habitation, which was in a very 
neat apartment. And here a new conteft arofo 
upon our account. It happened unluckily, that 
Mademoifelle Adelaide, who had fo kindly given 
my coinpanidn her addrefs, was her next neigh- 
bour, and having by fome means difeovered our 
vifit, the inlifted that it was deligncd for her, 
but our young- creature had decoyed us away. 


GV/ man, (I'cv ma n. 


On 
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On our ftreniloufly maintaining the contrary, 
Ihe ftemed at leaft determined to make one at 
the, fupper; but we being as firmly rcfolved 
againft it, we at laft fent her away, muttering and 
extremely difeontented. 

The femme de chambre brought us a bill of fare 
from the rejlaurateur, and we defired our damfel 
to choofe her entertainment. She was moderate 
enough to order only four dillies, an aj^ple comput, 
and the ufual wine. 

As we were fitting round the fire, I could not 
forbear refieSing upon thefingularity of tliecircum- 
ftances in which I was placed. I was in the apart- 
ment of a lady of ])lcafurc, with no other view but 
tofpeculate upon the habits and manners of one of 
,thefe beings, in a country where 1 was a firanger, 
nor was it pollible for otlier feelings to be awak- 
ened in my bofom. He who has loved as I 
have, is fafe, though affailed by a Lais or a 
Phrync, If 1 but turned one thought towards 
my Frederica, how difgufting did every thing 
appear around me ! No, beft of wives ! even in 
this fituation I harboured not a thought unworthy 
of thee! 

It may appear extraordinary, yet it is neverthe- 
lefs true, that my ideas of wedded conftancy arc 

now 
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now ftill more enthufiaftic than formerly, 
charms of a lovely wife have made me inferable 
tp all other allurements. Death has indeed torn 
us afunder, but I am not the lefs her lover, my 
heart remains wholly occupied by the fame 
romantic pallion that I felt in the firft moments 
of oLir accjuaintance, and to look on any othet 
objetl but with eyes of indifference would be, in 
my ideas, the height of criminality. In a word, 
the flame that fix years ago made me often fo 
happy, often j)erhaps fo foolifli, continues to burn 
with iindiminilhed ardour. Oh ! it is not in my 
power to deferibe what were my feelings on 
this evening, but they were truly honourable, 
and I can defpife thofe who twift their mouths 
into a fncer when they hear of my vifiting the 
apartments of one of thefe j)oor abandoned fe- 
males. Perliaps they might not themfelves have 
remained tlicrc with the fame purity of heart 
that I did, and confcqucntly could not have 
acknowledged the vilit with a like confidence. 

The poor creature told iis her flory, which, 
whether true or falfe, 1 here relate in her own 
words. An old coxcomb, flie faid, had ftolcn her 
away from her parents at Verfaillcs, and kept 
her confined at Paris, but without doing her any 
injury. Growdng weary of this life, flie contrived.' 
to, make her efcape, amf taking the Qgme qf 

Madame 
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Madame de Vincennes, had lived ever fince by 
her vown induftry, if it can be called living, 
when hy her own confeflion llie was often with- 
out a fous in her pocket, and was always in 
debt to her femme de chambre, or borne as flie 
fometimes called her. The common routine of 
the day w’as, that die brcakfalted and dined in 
bed, then got up and drefled hcrfelf, talked over 
her bonne till file procured from her a petit ecu to 
go to (omc fpebiacky after which fiie repaired to 
her ufual jiromenade in the arcade of the Palais- 
Royal. I really was fomewhat intcrclled by this 
unhappy young creature, iince file fei ined to be 
of a naturally good difpofition, and kind-licarted. 

The flipper came. Madame de Vincennes 
did not cat wdth much appetite, ihe probably 
W'as not accuftomed to ri'gular meals. W'c 
foon after laid a little prefent upon her chimney- 
piece, and retired. I never rejicnted having made 
this vifit, fince it was a perfectly novel fccnc to 
me, but I could not eafily be induced to wafie 
time again in fuch a way. 


DI'.CKMRER 24. 

This morning wc received a vifit from the Ab- 
be de R -, the gentleman who had offered to 

procure.,tis tickets of admilfion to the National 
AfTcmbly, He had an uncommon number. of 

(pieftions 
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queftions to afk of us. In France, he wayper- 
feftlyat home, but with the true French egotifm, 
feemed totaUy ignorant of every thing beyond 
his own country. France was, in his ideas, the 
kingdom of heaven, and Paris the central point 
of all that was dcfirable in that kingdom. Ruf- 
tia feemed to him as perfect a terra incognita as 
to me is Prefter John’s country. He fuppofed 
l.ivonia to be a ]iart of the PoliHi dominions, 
and believed tliat travellers in Ivuffia carried a 
coir.j)afs in the winter, as a guide through the 
fnow. Probably he fupj)ofcd the villages to be ‘ 
buried in fnow above the chimneys, and that it 
was no uncommon thing to tie a horfe to the top 
of a church-fteeple, like Baron Munchaufen. 

As I was turning over fome books in CulTac’s 
lliop about noon, an old man upwards of eighty 
came in, whofo feet, it is true, feemed no lon- 
ger to afford him much fervice, but whofe 
countenance befpoke perfect cheerfulncfs and 
good-humour. CufTac exprefled great pleafurc 
at feeing him fo cheerful. “ Oh!” faid he, " I 
“ have experienced many troubles in the courfe 
“ of my life, but 1 never felt remorfe.” 

1 was plcafed 'with this anfwer, and on en- 
quiry afterwards learnt that he was Monlleur 
c}e la Place, aulhor, or rather tranflator, Qf a vo- 
luminous 
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lun^oous coIle£ldon of romances and other writ- 
ings. '< 


But, indeed, if what Cuflac told me were true, 
he might fairly be called an author. This was, 
that he had fo much improved Tom Jones in 
his tranflation, that it had been re-tranflatcd from 
that into Englifh. I could not forbear finding. 


After Haying about a quarter of an hour, 
Monfieur de la Place was quitting the fliop. He 
had already got the door in his hand, when fud- 
denly turning round as if fome new idea occurred 
to him in the inftant, “ Give me pen and ink,” 
he faid, “ to write down an impromptu.” 


ITie pen and ink was brought, and he produced 
the following qiiatrahie, which I tranferibed as 
foon as he was gone. 


Pour que dc deii.x parties les noms mleux enlcndur; 

Dans divift: peuvent inoins troiibler Tordre, 
Les emagts font c€\\x oui furent troj) mordiis, 

Et Ics fm/^geiVis ceiix qui voudroiciit encore inordre. 


That the two parties’ tiil(;s well explain’d, 

May lefs divifions in the ftate excite, 

Th’ incens\l are thofe who were too tightly rein'd, 

TIP inccnjhs tliofe who’d rein them ftill more tight. 


Enrages 
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Enragis and enrageans (ineenfed'axuA. ineet^er^yXi 
Is well known, are the nick-names given to 
the two reigrang parties that at prefent divide 
France. 


Among the affiches of to-day were two that 
particularly attrafted my notice. One was as fol- 
lows : 


“ A young man, about thirty years of age, of 
“ good family, but conftrained by circumftances 
“ to retire to a pleafant country-fituation, at the 
dillance of a league from an .agreeable town, 
“ and about twenty leagues from Paris, upon 
“ an income of a hundred louis’s, wifties to 
“ alTociate himfclf with a female of good educa- 
“ tlon, and with a fortune of about half his 
“ own, w'bo would be willing to pafs her days 
“ with him, not in the way of mariiage, only 
“ as a companion. An anfwer is requelted 
“ in the Mercure de France 

Ate thefe the general ideas of the French 
upon the fubjeft of marriage ? or is this only the 
caprice of a fingle individual ? If the former, 1 
muft doteft fuch a licentious people, if the latter, 
1 pity the mifguided young man. But fuppof- 
ing he be really in head and heart a man, and 
fliould meet with a gentle amiable creature, 

wilUng 
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wiping to live with him upon the piRopofed terms, 

I prophefy that in a year flie will become his 
wife. IJe may fet out upon thiy plan, to try 
her temper, and whether they can live happily 
together, and flic may confent to his wlilics to 
gain herfelf an intereft in his heart, till by de- 
grees they will grow accuftomed to each other, 
become warmly attached, and unable to live 
afunder. It is abfurd to talk of pofieirion 
weakening love. He Avho eeafes to love after 
pofleflion, never has really loved at all. Love 
is the regular food at the table of Hymen, enjoy^- 
ment but a glafs of wine or a fweetincat, ivhicb 
may be plcafant, but can well be difpenfed with. 

Yet after all, fuch an advertiferaent proves 
incontcftably that an unbounded licejitioufnefs 
reigns among the people, lince they dare thus 
publicly to avow fentiments militating fo ftrongly 
againft good morals. It was not a little curious, 
that in the very fame affiche was an article of 
a limilar kind, only with this difference, that 
the man, who gave himfelf out as trei 
wanted a vvell-cducatcd young woman as a com- 
panion and houfekeeper ; his meaning was not, 
however, enveloped in To thick a veil, but that it 
was very plainly to be underftood. 

Another article, which 1 cannot give at fuljl 
length, contained a moll affecting anecdote, and 


on 
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on that account alone I have alluded to it. 
other effefts produced by the fever of li 
has occafionod many pieces to be brought for- 
ward upon the ftage, which before were neg- 
lected, and fcarcely even known. On the Theatre 
</e la Nation, formerly the Theatre Francois, in par- 
ticular, fcarcely is the reprefentation of any thing 
endured, excepting of tragedies that have fome 
reference to revolutions, and that place tyranny 
and fanaticifni in an odious light. Brutus, Wil- 
liam Tell, the Death of C,efar, the Deliverance of 
Rome, and Jean Cahn, arc repeated night after 
night with thunders of applaufe. The tragical 
hiltory of the latter has, indeed, within a fliort 
time, been brought before the public in every 
poflible form. 

But while the ftage refounds with the name of 
jean Galas, the people are not aware what ago- 
nizing wounds are thus torn open. The poor 
widow of this unfortunate man has, for the laft 
fifteen years, lived, together with her two daugh- 
ters, in the Rue Poif onnicre, at Paris. She has ne- 
ver laid afide her mourning fince the lofs of her 
luriband, nor has ever wound up the clock that 
flopped on the day of his death. Whenever 
a fentence is proclaimed in the ftreets, the maid 
always haftens down to the criers to beg of them 
npt to proclaim it within hearing of that houfe, 

fince 
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the found always throws her poor miftrefs 
into k fwoon. 

» * 

I was inexpreffibly affeftcd by this anecdote. 
Never would I be prefent at the reprefentation 
of Jean Galas. It is impolhble for any thing to 
increafe the impreffion made upon me by the 
fingle, Ample circumftance, that the widow has 
never wound up the clock that flopped on the 
day of her hulband’s death. 

But though not to fee the performance of this 
popular tragedy, I went in the evening to the 
Theatre de la Nation. I found it a very fplcndid 
building. Brutus, and Le Reveil d'Epimenidc a 
Paris, were the pieces performed. 1 entered tlio 
houfe fomewhat unwillingly, but left it very well 
fatisfied. Not that the performers difappointed 
my expectations in their fawing the air, Hou- 
rilhing their arms, and catching their voices, 
but becaufe I had an opportunity of witnefling 
the unconflrained burfts of feeling of a whole 
nation, and becaufe I can never hope again to 
hear fuch bold things repeated on any flage. 

The laft obfervatioh principally refers to the 
after-piece, fince many palfages in Brutus that 
were extremely applauded were only ttriking 
irom their application. Let me beg my readei^s’ 

patience 
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patience while I enumerate forne of thof^hat 
appeared the moft popular. 


Deftrn^teiirs des tyrans, voiis, qiii n’avez ponr rois, ' 
Que les dieux de Numa, vos vertus, ct nos loix ! 

Ye patriots, who no other kings obey, 

Save Numa’s gods, your virtues, and our laws! 


Nous avons fait, en lui rendant hommage, 

Serment d’obeiflance, et non point d’cfclavage. 

TJie oath \vc took, when we our homage paid him, 
Was of obedience, not of flavery. 


Sous im feeptre de fer, ce people abattu, 

A force dc malheiirs, a rtpris fa vertu. 

Beneath an iron yoke this people cnifli'd, 

Their virtue, through misfortune, liave refum’d. 


Je porte en mon cccur 

La libeitC gravt'c ct Icb rois en horreiir. 

Within my heart the name of liberty 
1 bear engrav’d, and kings I hold in horror. 


Sois toujours un heros ! — fois plus, fois citoyen 1 
Be a hero dill ! — more, a citizen ! 


Arr^ter im Romain fur de fimples foup^ons ! 
C’eft agir en tyraiis ! 

Arreft a Roman only on fufpicioii ! 

That were to a£t as tyrants \ 


Dieux 
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! donnez nous la mort plfttot que I’efclavage ! 
Ye ^ods I oh rather give us death than bondage ! 


The two following paflages had a very diffe- 
rent cffe£l upon the audience , the fccond nearly 
proved the occafion of a tumult. 

Quel homme eft fans erreur, et quel roi fans foibleflc ? 
Eft-ce a voiis de pretciidre au droit de le piinir^ 

Vous, IKS tons fes fujets, voiis faits pour obeir > 

Un fils ne s ’arme point contre un coii[)ablc pere, 

, II detournc lcs\eux, le plaint, ttle revere. 

I, cs droits des fouverains font ils moins precieux ? 

Nous fommes leurs enfans, leurs juges font les dieux 

What man is free from error? or what king 
Exempt from wcaknefs r — Is it then for you 
T’affume the right of punifliing his faults? 

You, bom his fubjeefts, made but to obey him? 

No fon takes arms againft a guilty father; 

Me mourns his failings, yet refpeefts the parent. 

And ftiall a fov^reigirs rights be deem’d lefsfacreil? 

Mis children we, his judges are the gods. 

Scarcely was the a£tor allowed to finilli tlir- 
fpeech, or the following, which fet the powder 
into a yet more violent cxplolion. 

Rome a change de fvn, tt fou. le joug dcs grands. 

Pour un roi qu’elle avoir, a^trouvcl* cent lyrans. 

Rome has but chang’d its bondage, and beneath 
The yoke of nobles, finds that for one king, 

She crouches now before a hundred tyrauu. 


AV 
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At thcfe words fomtf Saining layaliS in th^'fe- 
cond tier of boxes, more bold than difcreet, ckp* 
ped vehcmen^Jy. • The whole pit was in com* 
motion in an inftant, every one rifing up, hiffing, 
and exclaiming, ah que cela ejl iStel All eyes 
were turned immediately to the fpot whence the 
clajiping was heard, with menaces, execrations, 
knocking, and ftamping. The players Sopped 
to wait the event, and by degrees the Sorm blew 
over ; For how could a fingle offender be diSin- 
guiflied among fuch a crowd ? and that he was 
Snglc was very plain from the found. Happy 
was it for him that none of his neighbours be- 
trayed him, fincc, if difeovered, he had doubtlefs 
expiated his folly, for folly it was, not fpirit or 
courage, a la lanterne, without having rendered 
any fervicc to his fliadow of a monarcht > 

After fuch a proof of republican jealoufy, no 
one ventured, to take notice of any paffage that 
was not orthodoxly democratic. Y et ’tis furely 
hard that this intolerance Ihould prevent the 
comjiany in the boxes, w'ho by paying their mo- 
ney, have purchafed the privilege of delivering 
their free opinions,- from teSifying their appro- 
bation or difapprobation of Sriking paffages, 
when the gentlemen in the pit affume a right of 
clapping or hiffing at pleafure till their haiidsand 
throats are fore. 

Tis 


R 
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\ris truly laughable to me that the French, 
whoshave fo little of the Roman in them, ihould 
uniformly apply to themfelves what is faid of 
that great people. Every foldier of the national 
guard now believes himfelf a Titus, and fees a 
Brutus in each deputy to the national afTembly. 
At the words. 

Be a hero ftill ! — be more, a citizen ! 

not a tiylor’s heart but palpitates in his bofom,. 
delighted to find that ’tis fo eafy to be a hero. 

* 

Enough of Brutus ! only word more upon 

the performance of the piece. It was completely 
French. Brutus fcreamed fo beyond all bounds 
that he wounded my ears deplorably. Titus had 
much to recommend him j a plcafing yet iiianly 
voice, which, in many places, affefted me ex- 
'tremely. He was very fuccefsful in cxprcffions 
of the great or the noble, but his paflion was 
caricature. The good Tullia looked too much 
like an own filter of the lafcivious Tarquin, and 
Porfenna’s ambaifador had that abominable pe- 
ruke-maker phyfiognomy, and thofe peruke-maker 
graces and airs fo common among French a£tors, 
and which accord fo*ill with the plumed helmet. 

was obferved with ta^fte and ac- 
this mud be underilood.only with 

regard 


coftume 
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regard to the leading charafters. Brutus’s toga 
with the purple ftripe was truly Roman, as well 
as the fafliion of his hair and beard. .His flioes 
and dockings only, and^his fnubbed nofe, re- 
minded me that he was Monfieur fuch an-one. 
Valerius Publicola united to his Romilh drefs 
fuch a true ancient Roman countenance, as re- 
prefenled upon gems, that this was a much more 
complete deception. As to the fenators, the 
liftors, the populace, and the reft, I have nothing 
to fay about them, excepting to remark upon 
the folly of fpcnding a great deal of money in* 
getting up a play, and then rendering the whole 
cxpence nugatory, by faring in a few trifles. 

When the curtain drew up, and exhibited 
the Roman fenate feated in full aflembly, on 
hearing the words, Dejlrulieun des tyrans, I could 
not help looking round upon thefe magnanimous 
heroes, whom I found indeed in one uniform 
toga, but with their hair finely be-frizzed and 
be-powdered, white cotton dockings, and red 
nippers. There was an end of all deception at 
once ; I thought of the famous picture of Dido 
upon the funeral pile, with her courtiers ftanding 
round in Spanidi hats. ' 

i 

But to proceed to the after-piece, Eptmenides 
aHoaking at Paris. A fliort (ketch of the plai^.of 

R 2 *thw 
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this little comedy may perhaps not be uiienter* 
taining to the reader. 

The Iceiie is in a walk in the Thuilleries. 
Ariftus relates to his daughter Jofcphine, that 
rpimenides, after having lived for a time, always 
falls afleep for a hundred years, and then w'akes 
again to a new life. “ By this means,” he adds, 
“ he has been a fpeftator of ail the revolutions 
“ in the ftates of Greece and Rome, and has 
“ often witnelTed alfo, in France, how the mo- 
’ “ narch and the great men have, with unbridled 
“ power and licentioufnefs, oppreffed the people, 
“ and trampled them under foot. lie faw how 
“ Louis quatorze made his fubjects the flaves of 
“ his fame, and yet, while every thing was fa- 
“ crificed to that phantohi, how artfully he con- 
“ trived to make himfelf idolized by a people, 
of whofe mifery he was the author. This 
“ JEpimenides,” he continues, “ will foon awake, 
“ and behold lefs oftentation but more truth ; 

will behold vanity and folly drelFed in their 
“ mourning weeds, and the people at length 
“ confidcred as of fome account.” 

Kpimenidcs foon ajjpears, and cxprelTes his 
fatisfa^ion at contemplating once more the gar- 
-den planted for the great Louis. “ Pity,” fald 
bcj “ that the monarch fliuuld prefer the gloomy 

“ palace 
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*' - palace of Verfailles to this plAfant and finiling 

abode.” 

Ariftus anfwers, that a fucceffor of the great 
Louis, now the idol of France, has come to live 
there among his people; that his prefence has 
diiTufed peace and happinefs- among them ; that 
he is furrounded by no foreign guard, but that all 
things in the nation had alTumed a new face. 

The fliouts of the audience at this paflage, 
almoft overpowered the voice of the fpeaker, 
and the cry of encore ! encore ! refounded fo from 
all parts of the houfe, that he was obliged to re- 
peat it again. 

Epimcnidcs then alks, " whether all abufeshad 
“ been reformed ?” , 

Aridus anfwers with helitation^ and a Ihrug 
of the flioulders, “ Many.” 

Epimenides. “ The courtiers, then, have adopted 
a different fyftem ? — Doft thou not deceive 
“me?” 


Here was a grand exclamation of mt ! fm ! 
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Arijius. ** A monarch does not take coun* 
fel of his courtiers.” 

f 

Epmemdes. Of the parliament, I fuppofe ?” 

Arijlm. “ Not fo, neither.” 

Ejiimenides, “ Of whom then?” 

Arijius. “ Every honeft man is now his counfeJlor, 
“ for each province fends its deputies to the court. 
“ Yet all things cannot be completed in a moment. 
“ Many people have played very (hameful parts j 
but that is paft, and the heavens begin to look 
brighter around us. Who, therefore, would 
** think more of the ftorm ? At prefent, all goes 
** on well j the free people love and obey their 
king, and he reveres the laws.” 

A long and loud thunder of applaufe fucceed^ 
ed this fpeech. 

In the feventh feene, Epimenides exprelTes his 
furprize that the news-writer, Gorgi, not having 
the fear of the Baftille before his eyes, fliould 
venture to put forth falfe intelligence. How 
great ^is his ailonilhment, when he learns that 
this fortrefs is levelled with the ground ! “ How!” 
he exclaims, ** thofe walls rafed, which the 

" great 
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** great Conde befleged three months in 
** vain.?" 


Jofephine anfwers- him Very fmartly, ** 

“ order thefe things better now ! two or three 
“ hours are fufficicnt for the purpofe. A num> 
“ ber of brave citizens took upon themfelves 
“ the talk of freeing the nation from that abode 
“ of horrors — that receptacle tor the vengeance 

of tyrants, the fufpicion of minillers, and the 
“ caprice of miftreffes." 

The eighth fcene is very curious. Madame 
Brochure is felling various papers and handbills, 
no longer fongs and like produ£tions, but all poli- 
tics — nothing but politics. — Epimenides enquires 
after the celebrated poet of his time, Moliere ? 

• 

Madame Brochure, “ Oh, his day is entirely 
“ gone by." 

Epimenides. ** How ! are fuch admirable wrif- 

ings no longer efteemed ?" 

Madame Brochure. ** His plays are fometimes 
“ permitted at the theatre. But thofe are always 
“ confidered as meagre days.” 

Epimenides. “ But Comeilte"— —■ 


Madame 
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Madame Brochure. “ Heaven forbid !” 

B^iimeuides. *' Racine” — — 

Madame Brochure. " Is no longer read. Every 
“ century has its peculiar folly. For ten years the 
" Encyclopedia was all the rage” 

Jofephine. “ To which fucceedecl chyiniflry, and 

at length a whole train of oectinomifis appeared 
“ in the date, but no occonomy. Now politics 
‘ “ have their turn, every one alTids in condutling 
“ the impoitant bulinefs of government} and even 

the coquette has the Rights of Man lying upon 
“ her toilettb.” 

In the tc^th fcenc, Monfieur Rature, ex-cenfor 
to the king, appears, whofe place has been 
aljoliflied' and no penfion allowed him, which 
naturally fets him very much at variance with 
the new order of things. He is advifed to en- 
deavour tb^et into fuch or fuch a fervice. Thefc 
he rejects, .-and at length confeflfes, that, though 
he may perhaps have condemned Voltaire or 
Jean Jacques, he never in his life could write. 

f 

How! and what did ytto.do then?” it w'as 
alked* 


“ Con- 
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** Condemn,” he replies, and rons off.- 

Epimcnides obferves, that he thinks the abo- 
lition of the ccnforfliip a very great benefit to the 
nation. “ It has anfwered no other pufpofe,” 
fays he, “ but to furround the king with mife- 
" rable mutes. It has been the iuflrumeiit of 
“ tyrants for chaining the powers of the mind, 
“ that the multitude might be the more eafily 
‘‘ oppreffed.” 

In the fourteenth feene, a nobleman appears, 
meeting a farmer, whom he atks, why he is come 
to Paris? whether he has a fuit to carry on ? 

“ Oh yes!” the farmer replies, “ the united 
“ peafantry of France have been carrying on a 
“ great fuit, which, heaven be praifed 1 they have 
“ gained, VVe were formerly ftupid and igno.-. 
“ rant as hearts, the ftrongert had made the laws, 
“ and we were compelled to fubniit to the bit 
“ and bridle, the Lord knows why ? But now 
" things are otherwife. We refpeft the. worthy 
“ nobleman who is afliduous to promote our 
happinefs, and labour for him wdllingly, but 
“ we will not be trampled under foot by a fcoun- 
“ drel. We are not ignorant of the natural 
rights of man,” 
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The noblentan returns, that to hear a fellow 
talk in that way, it (hould feem as if all men 
were e^ual. Formerly France was a comitry 
worth living in. The mafquis bowed to the 
duke, the courtier to the marquis, the country 
nobleman to the courtier, and fo on in regular 
gradation. He concludes with the refolution of 
feeking fome corner in the wide world, where 
the tafte for flavery ftill flourifhes in full vigour, 
and if no fuch fpot could be found, as a laft re- 
fource he muft throw himfelf into the next 


river. 


In the lixteenth feene, a finging Abbe warbles 
forth a lamentable ditty upon the lofs of his be- 
nefice, and declares that, contrary to his incli- 
nation, he had been conftrained to make the na- 
,tion the heirs of his wealth, even during his life. 
“ For my part,” he proceeds, “ I can live upon 
“ any thing, but what will become of thofe who 
“ were maintained at my cxpence. I have al- 
ways Aipported fuffering beauty, and gave a 
'* thoufand dollars monthly to my poor female 
” relations,” 


D'Harcourt. “ To your female relations ? Wh}‘ 
** to them only ? Why might not thofe of the 
o^ItTfex fliare your bounty ?” ^ 


The 
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'The Ahbi. “ I have no relations fave two fair 
" coufins, lovely amiable orphans. And what ag* 
gravates the*diftrefs of our order is, that w)iile 
our money is taken away, our duties remain 
" the fame.” 

D'Harcourt. “ But, my good fir, every rank has 
“ experienced a change ; ’tis but juft therefore 
“ that the eccleiiaftics”— — 

The Abbe. “ With all my heart, if the procels 
had only been reverfed.” 

D'Harcourt. As how ?” 

The Abbe. “ If they had releafed us from our 
“ duties, and left us our money.” 

In the feventeenth feene, a dancing-mafter la- 
ments the decline of his bulinefs. France is 
“ degenerated,” he exclaims in defpair j the 
“ people no longer dance, they write ! they 
“ write ! — Every body is now a foldier, and even 
the young courtiers are become ftatefmen. 
“ How many men are loft to the noble art of 
dancing j all my friends have taken refuge 
" among the Sarmatians !” 

Nota-bene. My worthy countrymen in Germany 
are the people honoured with the title of Sarmtttians, 

Among 
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' ** Among the ariftocrats,” he proceeds, “ were 
“ my bcft fcholars — and they, alas ! are com- 
“ pellet! to fly.” He concludes with announcing 
an entertainment, according to the fafliion of the 
times, a national ballet, which he is going to 
prepare — and then dances off the ftage. 

D’Harcourt obferves on this, that times will be 
better. He confefles, that through the preflure 
of circumftances, the chccrfulnefs and amiable 
urbanity of the French have for the laft five or 
fix months been fomewliat baniflied from the 
nation, but declares that he has no doubt of their 
being foon reftored in full pcrfe£lion. 

I indeed could not help fceretly alking myfelf, 
why he confined it to within five or fix months, 
and only allowed them to be fomewhat baniflied. 

In the eighteenth feene, a furious democrat 
appears, who thunders vehemently againll all 
ariftocrats, and even fufpefts Epimenidcs of plan- 
ning a confpiracy. He is told that Epimenides 
has been allcep for a hundred years. “ So much 
“ the worfe,” he exclaims impatiently. “ He 
“ muft then have lived under Louis the Great, 
“ w'hofe court was not popular ; and who knows 

but he may be even a fecret cmiflTary.” 


“ From 
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“ From the other world,” Jofephine rcphcs, 
with a farcaftic fniile. 

‘ " Hold !” cries Ariftus, " thefe eternal fuf- 
“ picions furnifli evil-minded perfons with pre- 
*• tences to fcolF at the laws, and give them but 
“ too plaufiblc reafon to exult in thofe difgrace- 
“ ful a6tions at which France will long have 
" caufc to blufli. Liberty does not give us a 
“ right to affront our neighbours, nor muft its 
" abufcs be confounded with the thing itfelf.” 

In this fcene many other good things were 
faid, to which ’tis much to be vviflicd that the 
French may pay attention. 

In the twentieth fcene, appear an officer and 
two foldiers of the national guard. 

Epimenides. " What do thefe people want ?” . 

Arifius. “ Y ou defined them to be fent for.” 

Ejiimenides. “ Heaven forbid ! 1 wanted a taylor.” 

The Taylor. " Behold him, as a fufileer.” 


The 


Epimemdes. " And an attorney.” 
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*The Attorney. " Here, at your fervice, as a grc* 

nadier.” 

miimenides. " And a notary.*' 

TkeNotary. “ He ftands before you as a captain/* 

jy Har court. We are all foldiers. The king 

“ has as many warriors as fubjefts.’* 

The piece here clofes with a finale, in which 
the following ftrophe was loudly encored^ and re- 
peated with long and eager burfts of applaufe. 


J'aimc la vertu guerricre 
Dc nos braves defenfeurs ; 

Mais d’lm peiiple fanguinaire 
Je detefte Ics fureurs. 

A rEurope redoubtables, 

Soyons libres a jamais ! 

Mais foyons toiijours aimables 
£t gardens I’efprit Fran^ais. 

I the martial virtue love 
That our brave defenders fires, 

But deleft the lawlefs fury 
That a fanguine race infpires. 

Formidable to our foes, 

Here let freedom ever reign, 

But at home ftijl amiable, 

French urbanity retain. 

Next followed a ballet, danced -by National 
Guards and fmart lively girls. The latter oma> 
a mentedj 
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mented the hats of the former with national 
cockades. A whole company of the National 
Guards appeared, prefented their arms before the 
' public, fluurilhed a white ftandard, on which* was 
infcribed the word libertas, and the curtain 
dropped. 

I think this piece excellent in its way, and 
likely to be of particular utility at the prefent 
time. The beneficial parts of the Revolution 
are brought forwards in a brilliant and ftriking 
point of view, and no feverity fpared in reprobat- , 
ing; its evils. The animated applaufe with which 
even thefe reproofs were received, is a ftrong 
argument how much might be efFe£led by the 
ftage, were it never fuffered to deviate from the 
purpofe for which it was originally intended, as a 
fchool of morals. 

But I could not forbear often remarking upon 
the great inconfiftcncy difplayed by the mafs of 
the people during this evening. In the drama 
of Brutus, whenever Tarquin was mentioned, 
they feemed to recur with no very favourable 
fentiments to their own king, yet in the after- 
piece the houfe refounded* with their '.tranfports 
at this fame king’s no longer living at Ver&illes, 
h>ut in the ratdfl: of them. 


At 
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At our return home, it being Chriftmas Eve, 
we found all Paris illuminated. But to me, 
who had feen an iliuminatiou at Peterlburgh, 
this appeared very poor and petty. There the 
ftreets are wider, the houfes more magnificent, 
and there is a much greater profufion of lights. 
In comparifon with the Ruffian capital, Paris 
cannot be confidcred as a fine town. Here arc 
indeed a number of palaces, but they are fcat- 
tered about, not arranged together, nor is there 
a ftrect that can exhibit fuch apcrfpe6tivc as that 
of Newfky, at Peterfburgh. Were it not for the 
innumerable concourfe of people, and the multi- 
tude of fliops, Paris, from the narrownefs of its 
ftreets, the blackncfs of its houfes, and the heaps 
of oyfter-fliells fcattered about, would make a 
very melancholy appearance. 

The chininc} s here are alfo built in a veiy ex- 
traordinary manner. They projeft in the form of 
long walls on the outfidcs of the houfes, and give 
them the appearance of prifous. This is princi- 
pally the cafe on the Quay St. Auguftine, and its< 
environs. 


" DECKMUEK 25 . 

This morning I returned Madame de Rome’s 
vifit. I found her tranflating Crcll’s Annals of 
Chymiftry, in which flic is employed by fome 

literary 
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literary perfon, We feated ourfelves before the 
fire, on the chimney-piece to which, lay fevcral 
.German works. Our converfation foomfell, as 
is commonly the cafe now in Paris, upon poli- 
tics ; and fincc Madanie de Rome is a confirmed 
ariftocrat, (lie in her zeal called the National 
AlTembly their twelve hundred majejlies. 

The Baron von O and myfelf went to 

court about four o’clock, to fee the king and 
queen go to mafs. W’c flood in the hall, where 
a hundred Swifs were keeping guard. They 
were tall fine men, carrying long pikes, and in 
the old coflume of Henry the Fourth. We 
waited a full hour, and I cannot fay that the fight 
was worth waiting for. 

At lafl the folding-doors were thrown open. 
The king \\ addled by us with an exprclfion on 
his countenance which feeraed to fay ce n'ejl pas 
i) man gout. The queen failed along, accompa- 
nied by the ladies of the court, all in fuch mon- 
flroiis hoops, that they looked at a little diflance 
like Hying Montgolfiers. They came from din- 
ner, they were going to mafs, thence to cards, 
thence to fupper, and thence to bed. Oh hea- 
vens ! what an infupportable kind of life ! 


S 


The 
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The King of the French has now the leaft 
troublefoine and moft lucrative office in Europe. 
He has, a revenue of five-and-twenty millions of 
livres, for which he has only to fay yes, when a 
decree is brought for his fanftion ; and even for 
this he fometimes keeps the officers waiting a 
long time. 

As all other JpeSlaeleSy excepting Les Ombres 
Chmoifes, in the Palais-Royal, are fliut up on 
Chriftmas-Day, w'e went thither, but I could not 
endure it above a quarter of an hour. I expefted 
•to have found this petty kind of drama here in 
great perfe£tion, but was extremely difappointed. 
I'he theatre is little and miferable, the feenerv 
gaudy, the figures ftiffi and awkward, and the 
wires by which they are moved often vifible. 

Among other things, a feene was reprefented, 
in which a Ruffian wife complained to a friend 
that her huiband feemed no longer to love her, 
fince he had not beaten her for three days. On 
this the hufband appeared, begged pardon, and 
excufed himfelf by laying, that he had miflaid his . 
flick, whic^ he had but now found again : and 
at length,, as a proof of his penitence, gave her a 
hearty drubbing. 


if 


pat 
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" Tiat is truly German T' obferTed fbmebody 
behind us. Good heavens ! thought 1^ it is ra-^ 
ther truly Frenth ignorance t Strange ! thSit an/ 
one (hould believe the old nonfenlical idea that a 
Rudian wife had rather be beaten than kiffed by 
her huiband. 

The orcheftra conHfted of one boy, who played 
upon the dulcimer. The room was (luffed fo full 
of company, that it was fcarcely polfible to 
breathe. We began to draw our breath with 
difficulty even at the dgor. 

The concert in the National Circus commenced 
at fcvcn. This circus is the largefl room I have 
yet fecn. It is a hundred and fifty feet in length, 
and being for the mod part under ground, is 
lighted by fky-lights. It contains a very fine or* 
cheflra, a number of benches for the audience in 
form of an amphitheatre, a fort of rotunda, where 
are a variety of refrefliments, bwti^ueSy billiards, 
in fliort, a world in miniature. 

• The number of perfons prefent might be 
computed at feveral thoufand;. The hall, I have 
no doubt, would contain four thoufand. They 
were walking about, for the mod part, dreffed in 
a flovenly manner, and in hats. When the mufic 
began, one of the National Guards came up, and 
S 2 begged 
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bcgjjed me to take off my hat. I ftartcd and 
looked round, nor was aware till then that the 
head.s 'had been all uncovered 'in a moment. 
Indeed, I cannot but confidcr it as fomewhat 
ridiculous that we fliould be obliged to fit without 
our hats here. In the theatre there is a very ob- 
vious reafon for it, that the view may not be in- 
tercepted to thofe behind. But why it fliould 
be done at all at the concert, if not at the firft 
entrance, which indeed appeared to me a very 
proper and natural thing, I cannot comprehend. 
I could not foibear alking the foldier, whether it 
was cuftoraary here to falute the mufic ? to which 
he did not know what to anfwer. The fymphony 
commenced in B. fliarp. It was the firft B. 
fliarp to which I ever in my life had taken ofiT my 
hat. 


Though the band was certainly a good one, 
yet it ftruck me, and the idea was foothing to 
my pride as a German, that the orcheftra, on 
the whole, was certainly not fo well filled as 
fome in my own country ; that at Mentz, for 
inftauce, which I had vifited not long before. I 
began, after a while, to grow weary, as indeed 1 
commonly foon find myfelf in a large company j 
and though 1 might alfo have had a ball for 
my fix-and-thirty fous, I was much better pleafed 

with 
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with the folitude of my own roomp. I therefore 
retired, leaving my companion at the concert. 

•• • * . 

“ Alas !’* I faid to myfelf aloud, as 1 entered 
the coach, “ I will go home to my Frederica,” 
and for a moment my imagination deluded me fo 
ilrongly, that I half expe£l:cd to find her there. 

I have hitherto been but feldom alone, only for 
an hour or two in the morning, as I rife early j but 
never am I by myfelf, without thinking that flie 
is with me, talking with her, and reminding her 
of a thoufand happy incidents in our lives. I a(k 
her, whether flie does not hover about me ? Whe- 
tlicr (lie hears me? I look to the right and to 
the left in the air, in hopes that my fancy at lead 
may fee her image among the clouds. 

It is faid, that there are no fuch things as fpi-^ 
rits, but that they may be created by a lively ima- 
gination, if it wiflics to bebold them. Ah ! then 
have not I a lively imagination, for a thoufand 
and a thoufand times have I implored my fancy 
to deceive me, but in vain. 1 mull look only 
into my own heart, if I would behold the image 
of mv wife. 

^ • 


DECEMBER 26 . 

I learned this morning that Vaillant, tire inte- 
refting traveller into the interior of Africa, has 

left; 
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left this’ placf> fome months. He found Paf's 
infupportabfe, i The deferts he had been accuf- 
topied^to traverfe had for him far. greater charms 
than the Champs Elifees, and he pfeferred t]^e 
African hut to the palace of the Louvre. Biii . 
among the human beings, the difference appeared 
ftill greater. He might certainly have fought in 
vain in the Palais-Royal for a Narina. Du- 
browfky, who was his frequent companion, de* 
feribes him as of a gloomy turn, filcnt, and 
wrapped in himfelf, but unafluming, and often 
fitting with his eyes fixed, as if forgetting 
Europe entirely. He even feemed to have little 
more intereft in this quarter of the world. 

At laft, his longing to return among his Hot- 
Tentots became fo powerful, that he fuddenly 
decamped one morning, only leaving a note upon 
the table, informing his wife that he was departed 
for Africa, and fhould never fee Europe more. If 
he had nothing elfe of the French charafter about 
him, at leaf! he was a true Parifian hufband. 

This evening we were at the Theatre de Mon- 
JUuTy in which there is little remarkable either 
as to its exterior or interior. The performances 
were. The TriaT of 'Socrates, and The Univerfal 
Hijlory. Oh mighty Socrates I how was thy me- 
mory degraded ! Had Mendelfohn been among 
2 the 



MY FLIGHT TO PARIS. 


2m 

% 

the audience, he mud either ha,ve laughed, or 
fretted himfelf to death. 

The mild philofopher mouthed, fawed ’the 
air with his hands, reviled his judges, uttered the 
groffeft impertinences with the grofleft audacity, 
was inconceivably vain, fcolTed at all the gods, 
and preached pure deifm. In Hiort, he appeared 
as little like, the genuine Socrates, as the figure of 
an old man with a globe in his hand refembles 
the great God of Heaven. The judge fat in an 
awkward old-fafliioned cafy chair, that looked 
like a chair of particular convenience. Ihe 
Grecian foldiers were in long Turkifli trowfers, 
with their hair well powdered and pomatumed in 
the true French ftyle. But the moft curious thing 
of all was a painted chimney in Socrates’s pri- 
fon, with the tongs and fire-fliovel, and Ibnie 
tobacco-pipes lying upon the chimney-piece. • 

It may well be fuppofed here that I am emhcl? 
lidiing my ftory, but I can affure my readers#^a{ 
this is by no means the cafe, that I have Hated 
nothing but what is literally facf . TAai is truly 
Germant laid my neighbour yefterday, when the 
Ruffian beat his wife, Tlittt is truly French, could 
1 have faid to..day, when I faw the tobacco-pipes 
upon the chimney-piece. 


Even 
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Even the rin§, which Socrates gives at laft to 
the gaoler, was in the nevveft French fafliion, a 
longilh Jiluc ftone, or glafs, fet round with bril- 
liants. Xantippe pleafed me more than any 
thing elfe in the play. Greater pains feemed to 
have been beftovved on the drawing of her cha- 
ra£lcr than on any other. She was not reprefented 
as the termagant deferibed in children’s little 
books, but as a hafty, yet good-hcarted woman, 
which was really the fa£l. Th^ part was befidcs 
extremely well performed, and Nature, by making 
the attrefs uncommonly plain, approaching in- 
deed to uglinefs, had fuited her more particularly 
for the character. 

The reft of the performers arc fcarccly worth 
mentioning. They all flourifticd their arms about, 
fereamed like madmen, and were repaid wu'th 
tnbounded applaufe. Indeed, of all the theatres 
I have yet feen, I think the audience here were 
the moft lavith of their tokens of approbation. 
Th^y were bountiful even to prodigality. In- 
ceflant claps, incefl’ant exclamations of bravo ! 
refounded from all parts of the houfe, almoft to 
the deafening of thofc few among the audience 
who did not join in th‘em j and ftill at nothing — 
and again at nothing. 


The 
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The fccond piece in fome measure exonerated 
ns for the difguil occafioned by the firft. The 
Univerfal Hifiory is a pretty little opera, intended 
to Ihew that every inhabitant of the earth, from 
the richeft to the pooreft, from the king to the 
beggar, complains of the iniferies of life, and 
complains unjuftly. This univerfal repining, and 
the many not unufual accidents of life which are 
generally the caufe of it, as a loft fuit, infide- 
lity in love or friendfliip, ingratitude in children, 
and the like, arc brought forward and examined 
with much wit and humour. 'I'he airs have 
fome very comic touches, and are well fet. At the 
conclufion, a hermit appears among the aflembly, 
and inftrufts them that mankind ought always to 
be cheerful and happy, fince there are no pofitivc 
ills but what he himfelf creates. 

The author muft, how'^cver, excule me, if t 
cannot aflent to his pofition. 'J'herc is certainly 
much real phyfical evil in the world. I w$H 
grant, that perhaps in ninety-nine cafes out^pf a- 
hundred, that reftlefs unfat isfied creature man 
may be his own tormenter. Hut I with that fome 
one from among the multitude had ftepped 
forwards and addrefled the’ hermit, “ My friend, 
“ death has torn from my arms a wife on whom 
“ I doated j” for I lliould much have liked to 
h^r what anfyvct this merry advocate for the 
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non-exiftence of evil could have given. Proba 
bly he had fought refuge in foine common-place 
faying, feme pious refieftion. 

I have a praftical ftandard by which to mca- 
fure unhappinefs, that rarely deceives me. When- 
ever any thing unpleafant occurs to me, I allc 
myfelf whether in a year’s time I fliall think of it 
any more ? Will it then have any influence upon 
my fate ? If I mull anfvvcr thefc queftions in the 
aflirmative, I have then reafon to confidcr it as a 
misfortune — if not, I concern myfelf no more 
about it. 

By this ftandard have I meafured the lofs of 
thee, my beloved Frederica, and 1 pronounce it 
an inconceivable misfortune j for were I to live 
to the of a hundred years, never could 1 forget 
ouFpruel feparation— my foul would Hill be torn 
witb'’anguifti whenever I refleffed upon thy being 
SS prematurely taken from me. 



DECEMBER 27. 

This evening was fpent amid the moll horrible 
fenfations of ennui at the Theatre de Beaujolois. It 
is a little, miferable, cold, inhofpitable houfe, the 
performers were ugly, and croaked like frogs, 
and the piece was one of the moft wretched 
produflions of the commencement of the pre- 

fent 
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fent century. It was called L' Antidramaturge, 
a comedy in three a^ts, of which not lefs than 
, three were Ihperfluous. A cold and feebly eflay 
upon dramatic poetry, interwoven with a love 
intrigue, confummately flat and inflpid. 

The fecond piece was Le Bon Pere, a fiethe 
Jiiece in one aft. He might be a very good father 
to his children, but he was infupportably ennMj- 
mt to us. The mufle was little better than 
might be heard in any alehoufc. Not one among 
the fingers feemed to undorftand a note, ancf 
woe to them if, at the day of judgment, they are 
to give an account of every falfc tone they have 
uttered here below. 

The whole concluded with Le -^X^gguijkm^ 
Amoureux, ftill an opera, but in two Otfl^- 
wife twin brother to Le Bon Pare.<- ' 'W^ had 
perfeverance enough to flay to the end* 1 can- 
not claim much merit in this, for I 
by any means* obtained the objeft fiJr' ivhich, 
night after night, I vifit fome place of amufe- 
ment, that of diflipating thought. Never was 
thought fo little diflipated. The whole evening 
I could almoft fancy that my wife was fitting by 
my fide, nor did I wifli for a rnomenf to awaken 
myfelf from this delufion. 


Here, 
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Here, as in alJ other places of the like kind in 
Paris, was the public laughably prodigal of ap- 
plaufe. Once they were abfolutcly /b fliamclefs 
as to encore a mifcrable tall clefs chorus ; and this 
encore was itfelf pronounced in fucb an inlipid 
and taftelefs manner, that it involuntarily remind- 
ed me of tlieir fricafees. Still more naufeating 
to a German ear is tlic manner in which the 
Greek and Roman names are pronounced by a 
Frenchman. 


' DECEMBER s8. 

The Peiites Afficha de Paris, of which abundance 
come out daily, fenreely ever fail of producing 
fomething worthy of obfervation ; and whoever 
would give himfclf the trouble of fele61ing from 
them regularly fucb things only as would be inte- 
refting at all times air,^! in all countries, might 
publifli annually a very tolerable lized volume. I 
have already collected many things, and mean to 
continue the pra6tice. 

The following quatrainc is from one of the 
affiches of to-day. The thought is brilliantly ex- 
preffed, however untrue. 

O bonheur! O cliinr.ere ! en vain rhomme t’implore; 
llelas! pour rtre htrnreux,fes voeux font fiiperflus. 

En efprrant, il nt I’cft pas encore, 

En joui/Tant il'ne I’eft deja phis. 


Oh 
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Oh happinefs ! chimera ! thee in vai» 

Does man with wiflics and with fighs implore, 

In hoping, he mnft fiill unblefl: remain, 

And in eifjoying he is bk fr no more. 

I ceny both afifertions. How? — Cannot hope 
make us happy ? then were we wretches indeed ! 
1 lope is the childhood and youth of happinefs. 
It fupports a man as leading-ftrings, fings him to 
deep, amufes him with gay pidlures. And though, 
wlien at length the bridge to reality be paffed, 
tln’ngs may not appear altogether fo foiling as in 
Ijrofpctl:, yet undoubtedly that moment, at IcaftT 
Avhcii we confider hope as actually exchanged for 
poflclhon, is one of true and cxquifite delight. 

Heaven only knows what kinds of enjoyment 
rtoated in the poor poet’s ideas. If thofe merely 
that depend upon the fenfes, he maybe right, 
liul llie man who could advert to fuch alone, had 
doubtlefs never experienced the only true happi- 
nefs to be found in this mortal life, ddmeftic 
peace and content He docs not knowhow triily, 
when the heart can boafi: of thefe blellings, 
weeks fecni but as hours, nor can he be aware 
tiiat though in fuch a ftatc every thing goes 
on in a regular and uniform routine, that peace- 
ful uniformity foon becomes the deareft thing on 
earth. Thus circumftanccd, it is true a man 
knows conftantly at one hour what is to be done 

in 
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in the next, ^ does he not therefore apply to 
it the lefs willingly — the lefs joyfully. He always 
returns home eagerly, and is never fo. happy as at 
home. As he returns, he pleafes himfelf with 
the idea that he (hall fee his beloved wife in fuch 
or fuch a room, bulled at fuch, or fuch, an em- 
ployment, and feels not the lefs pleafure from 
its being one at which he daily finds her/ What 
delicious tranfport thrills through his foul when 
greeted by her fmile, how eager is he to tell 
all the little incidents of his abfence, all the news 
he has heard, and to learn how the domefiic 
affairs have paffed during the time, though that 
abfence may not perhaps have exceeded an hour. 
With what ardour does he engage in his daily 
occupations, when affured that his toils will be 
repaid by a kifs and fmile of good-humour ! 
Oh ! he who has tailed thefe fweets, never could 
ailert that bappinefs was not to be found in the 
world ! 

No 1 the poet doubtlefs never was married ! 
— Or, if he has been, his wife was not a Frede- 
rica; He deferves pity — he has mine. 

'Fhe French, however, delight exltremely to 
play with words. This poet plays with his efpt' 
rant and jouiffanty as the people at large with 
their eonfiitution and fediration, I even to-day 

heard 
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heard bonbons a la federation cried. France ap- 
pears to me at prefent like a grand bonbonniere, 
.and all the fyblime and beautiful ideas of the 
French, like bonbons, which they take into their 
mouths, fuck, and mumble them about, by 
vvdiich their palate is gratified, but which pro- 
duce no eflfetl upon the interior. 

The daily affiches generally contain, among 
other articles, one head entitled. Goods loft 
and found. ITie fuperfeription is inaccurate, 
it Ihould be only Goods loft, fince I never could' 
learn that any were found again. No great re- 
commendation of Parifian honefty. 

To indemnify us for the ennui we had experi- 
enced the preceding evening from the Comediens 
de Beaujolois, we went to-day to the grand opera, 
and I muft confefs that I have feldom received 
fuch varied picafure from any entertainment, 
partly arifing from the fplendour of the fpe£lacle 
itfelf, partly from adventitious circumftances. 

We went at four o’clock, that we might fecure 
good places, and accomplifhed our view. We 
had providently fufnifhed ourfelves with books 
to amufe the time of waiting. The Opera was 
Gluck’s Alcefte, a moft delicious treat both for 
the ear and eye, though not indeed a balfamic 

medicine 



1273 ! 


MY flight' TO PARIS. 


medicine to ni}' heart. Scarcely had the piece 
begun, before my difeafed fancy employed ilfelf 
in traci»g finiilitudes to my own .iituation. In. 
Adiijctus I faw ni) felf : Adinctus was in a ftate of 
heknefs, fo was I — his wife had facriliced her 
life for his ; I was obliged to travel for the re- 
ftoration of my health, my w'ife accompanied me., 
and lofl: her life upoii the journey. Had llic not 
facrificed her life for me ? Might the not have 
been now alive, had flie been left behind? — 
1 fniiled myfclf, at this-enthufiafm, while tears at 
the fame time ran down my cheeks, and wlio- 
ever can finile othervvife at this pallbge, for 
God’s fake let him Hint the book. 

The orclicfira, the mufic, the finging, the dref- 
fes, the decorations, vie w ith each other in tafte 
and fplendour. The band confifted of about u 
Tbundred and eighty perfons. The codume was 
in general extremely well preferved, both in the 
drefles and the building, but why mull the eife6t 
of the whole be always in fome meafurc de- 
llroycd by ondlilons in trifles 1 — Is there no one 
whofe proper bulinefs it is to order the drefles 
of the fingers and dancers* or am I the only 
one whofe feelings are hurt by the leall thing 
that Icflens the deception? Parturiunt monies y 
perhaps many will fay upon what I am going 
t^#obferve, and think the criti(;ifm indeed a 

moufe. 
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moufe. I cannot help it — ^but the large broad 
nevv-fa(hioned buckles worn by the dancers, in 
which they ware dancing before Admefus in a 
Grecian palace, offended me terribly, and awak- 
ened my fenfes from the dclufion in a very un- 
pleafant manner. I would fain have forgotten 
them, but they w^ere fo confpicuous that it was 
impofllblc, and the more I wifhed to keep my 
eyes away, the more they involuntarily ftrayed 
towards them. A diftempered fretfulnefs took 
poffeihon of me, which purfued me even to the 
Temple of Apollo, and before his flaming altar, 
for wherever 1 looked, I could fee nothing but 
monftrous new-fafliioned buckles. 

The ballet that followed the opera, was taken 
from the hiftory of Telemachus, and contained 
nearly the firft book of Fenelon. It ’was divided^ 
into three acts. Monfieur Gardcl, the compt^l^' 
if Pfyche, was its author, and indeed he ha^ 
produced two things that may almofl; be pro- 
nounced perfeft in their way. But Telemachus 
rnuft have been the moft difficult tail;, fince, 
excepting Telemachus, Mentor, and the little 
Cupid, the dancers are entirely women. 

Telemachus, like Pfyche, keeps all the fenfes 
in a kind of fafeination. How charming is the 
grouping of the lovely nymphs, how exquifitc is 
T their 
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their dancing, ’what grace is in all their motions j 
yet I muft confider their wearing under garments 
of flefli-coloured filk, as a fuperlativc refinement 
in coquetry. 

But nothing entertained me more in this even- 
ing than the aftonifliment of my Ehftonian fcrvant, 
whom I had taken with me, that the poor fel- 
low might have fome amufement ; for, fince he 
does not underftand a fyllable of French, he fits 
moping by himfelf the live-long day, and muft 
be intolerably tormented with the vapours. 1 
previoufly gave him the choice of the money or 
the diverfion. He chofe the latter, and returned 
home fo extremely delighted, that he did not ap- 
pear by any means to repent his choice. 

, I made him fit by me, the better to obferye his 
feelings, which indeed changed with as much 
rapidity as the decorations upon the ftage. He 
looked anxious and diftrefled at Telemachus’s 
Ihipwreck, but his countenance was illumined 
by a fmilc of expreffive fatisfaftion at his refeue. 
When the nymphs began their race, and the moft 
beautiful reached ^Jie fummit of the rock, and 
foon after with her arrow Aot a milk-white dove 
upoiS a pole, he appeared quite in eeftafies, and 
began talking eagerly to himfelf. But when Ve- 
nus and Cupid defeended in a cloud, his eyes 
'4 were 
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were fixed, and he remained motionlefs with afto- 
nifhment. Nor did he appear lefs forcibly im- 
prefled with the burning of the fhip, or Telema- 
chus’s being thrown from the rock. To contem- 
plate the natural workings of an uncultivated 
mind at fuch reprefentations, is always to me mat- 
ter of great intereft. 


DECEMBER29. 

The public prints of to-day announce a tutor 
wanted for a young man of rank, who muft be of 
a religion eclairee. What is meant by this en- 
lightened religion is not however explained. 

We went towards noon to the inflitution for 
the relief of the blind, to be prefent at their pub- 
lic exercifes. Schulz has defcribed this inftitution 
fo well, and fo circumftantially, that little remains, 
for me to add. I muft confefs, that though I 
cannot but admire the ingenious manner in which 
they are taught to read, to write, to print, &c. yet 
on the whole it appears a very ufelefs kind of 
fport. 

To read with the fingers i^, even to the moft 
praAifed, fo exti emely difficult and tedious, that 
no blind man can ever acquire much tafte for it. 

. And indeed it would rather be matter of regret 
that he fhould, fince there are fo few books 

.T 2 for 
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for him, that in a hundred years his library 
could fcarcely amount to ten volumes. Of what 
uft;, tlKn, is this mode of reading ? — merely {un 
idle wade of time. 

It is precifely the fame with printing. One of 
thefe blind people would fet about three words 
in the time that a praftifed corapofitor would fei 
an o£tavo page. Ufelcfs again. 

With mufic ’tis no better. As they can oid^ 
read the notes with their fingers, it muft natu- 
rally take a very long time to learn a iiew piece, 
unlefs aflifted by the car. None of them, how - 
ever, appeared to receive much pleafure fnwu 
mufic •, they all played very ill, and feemed 
fcarcely able to perform any thing but the ufua! 
chorus, which they are obliged to ferape twice in 
the week to gratify the curiofity of ftrangers. 

Of geography, the fame muft flill be laid. 
1 may be furprized to fee a blind man point 
out a town or country in a map, but 1 muft 
flill revert to the original queftion cui bom ? — 
Accounts might . appear at the firft glance to 
be an exception from this general condemnation, 
yet all I faw, I am of opinion that a man 
reckon much quicker by his head alone. 


But 
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But what appears to me worfe* than ufclefs, 
truly laughable, is, that thcfe blind people are 
fet to inftruft dliilciren who can fee. In reading, 
this might pafs tolerably, fince when the child 
knows the letters, his blind inftruftor has only 
to follow him with his fingers, to know whether 
he be right or not. By what means they firfl. 
teach the letters I did not comprehend. When, 
however, we hear a fine boy of not more than 
four years old examined in grammar by a blind 
man, it is difficult to fay whether our pity 
or laughter be the mod excited. The poor in- 
fant is required firfl to run over the names of 
the parts of fpccch, and then to explain what 
is meant by a noun, a pronoun, a verb, &c'. &c. 
all which is done with fuch rapidity, queflion 
and anfvver fuccccding like blow and retort, that 
it is too apparent the whole is gabbled by heart 
on both fides. What then can be faid of fuch 
thin GTS, but that they arc mere Chmiatanerie. 

Far however be from me any wifli to derogate 
from the merits of the founder of this inflitution, 
who appears fo happy in the enjoynie'nt of his 
good work. Enough is flill left to procure the 
worthy man a place in the kingdotn of heaven. 
The fpinning, the making belts, the knitting, all 
the manual employments, are «^'trenicly ufeful, 
and are very tolerably execute^' qerc. They 

. ' . coi. tribute 
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contribute towards the maintenance of thefe un- 
fortunate people, and keep them from idlenefs, 
and begging about the ftreets. • 

One little anecdote I muft relate. Two blind 
men were' to bring us a fpecimen of their printing, 
and the infpe£tor defired us to give them a (hort 
fentence. I gave, vive la liberte. They began 
immediately to fet it, when one brought indeed 
his vive la liberte^ but the other produced, quand 
elk eji Jans abus. Perhaps the infpe£lor had, un- 
obferved by us, whifpered him to do this. 

At the conclufion, one of the oldeft members 
repeated us a poem, which he faid was his own 
compofition. 

Hence we went to the place where the Baf- 
tille formerly dood. Scarcely is a trace of it to 
be difcerned. No remains of the high and 
gloomy walls, nothing horrible, nothing that 
makes the foul involuntarily Ihudder. ’Tis now 
a fine area, where only a heap of Hones here and 
there, give any indication of its ever having been 
the fcite of a building, and even thefe veftiges wc 
found many people employed in removing. 

The fcnfations experienced in Handing upon 
this awful fpot, are not to be deferibed. Can 

one 



MY FLIGHT TO PARIS 


9T& 

one forbear reflefting with horrpr, that every 
Hone one pafles over has perhaps fervcd as a pil- 
low to fome vjretched fellow-creature ; that every 
(hovel full of earth which the labourer throws 
upon his cart, has perhaps been moiftened with 
the tears of heart-rending niifery. 

Since ’tis impoflible to mention the Baftille 
without recurring to the unfortunate De laTude, 
whofe fuiferings have rendered him fo well 
known to the w’orld. I muft here notice the 
following letter, which was inferted fome days* 
ago in one of the public papers. 


“ TO THE PUBLISHERS; 

“ GENTLEMEN, 

I have in general received fo much ill-treat- 
“ ment from mankind, that I feel it particularly 
“ incumbent on me publickly to exprefs my 
“ gp'atitude when I experience the reverfe. A 
“ (liort time lince I fent a copy of my Memoirs 
" to the committee for regulating the French 
“ theatres. Our prefent Rofeius’s have fuch fine 
“ opportunities for fupporting freedom, and ren- 
“ dering tyranny odious, that I thought it right 
“ to impart to them a detail, which the almoft 
unexampled fuiferings of forty years, three 

" months. 
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“ months, and fourteen days, gives me ample 
“ right to call the archives of despotism.” 

He then proceeds to make warm acknow- 
ledgements to the king’s comedians for the libe- 
ral manner in which they have brought him and 
his bencfa61refs and deliverer, Madame le Gros, 
forward to public obfervation. My God ! what 
language do not Parifians in thefe times venture 
to put forth, even in the public prints. 

Monfieur de la Tude is now an officer in the 
engineers. What muft be his feelings whenever 
he pafles over that large open fpace, within 
which he formerly inhabited a fmall dungeon of 
only a few feet fqiiare ? What more particularly 
when he feeks, and perhaps finds the very fpot 
where that dungeon lay ? Every ftone muft. be 
to him an obje£l of painful recolleftion, for with 
every ftone he might probably claim ^^miferable 
acquaintance of forty years. 

In the evening w'e vifited Les ambigus Comiques, 
and were as well entertained as could be ex- 
pefted, confidering that we had been the day 
before at the opera. \Vg faw L'epreuve raijonabhy 
apiece in one aft, and Bekir and Niza, a Per- 
fian drama, in two a£ts. In both the fable was 
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fjmple, but well handled, and. the pieces were 
tolerably performed. 

A pantomime, called T//e Man with the Iron 
Majh, concluded the evening. It was founded, 
as will be fuppofed, upon the well-known flory 
of the myfterious prifoner confined fo many years 
by Louis the Fourteenth. If the poet had any 
authority for the ftory he has made, the myftery fo 
long concealed is now unravelled. The iron 
malk in the pantomime, is made the king’s bro- 
ther, and both arc in love with the fame womarT, 
who probably is fome princefs. The king is the 
rejedled lover i he finds his brother at the feet of 
his beloved, they fight, the guards difarm the 
prince, the iron malk is put on, and he is hur- 
ried away. 

Moll of the anecdotes that have been circu- 
lated relative to this extraordinary prifoner, are 
here brought forwards. The governor always 
ready- with a pillol to flxoot him in cafe he lliould 
attempt to make himfelf known j the filver plate 
on which he wrote, and threw it out to a filher- 

man whp could not read, with many others. 

• 

But from the third a£t to the end, the piece 
is only an uninterruptec} fucceflion of improbabi- 
lities. The malk fits and plays upon the guitar, 

aud 
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and is anfwere^ from below by a flute. He 
then defeends, God knows by what means, and 
returns with his miftrefs, who has m^ade her way 
into the prifon, God knows how, and learnt as 
unaccountably, that behind a ftonc in the wall 
are concealed a dagger and a piflol. With the 
latter the gentleman arms himfelf, while the lady 
takes the former. The governor is Ihot, and the 
guards acknowledge the prifoner for their king. 
He flies,' God knows whither, and is purfued, 
God knows by whom ; finds afliftance, God 
knows where ; fights bravely, conquers, and at 
laft, with his lady, looks quietly on at a dance of 
peafants. 

The mufic was very pretty. It was indeed 
taken from a hundred different operas, but what 
does that fignify, fince it was appropriate to the 
purpofe. 

Yet, altogether, a. pantomime is not a thing 
much to my tafte. Too much is left to conjec- 
ture. The imagination wanders about in the 
dark, and the performers muff have uncommon 
talents to give every motion the expreflion in- 
tended, fo as to make it intelligible to the au- 
N^nce. 


This 
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» DECEMBER 30. 

This evening a new mufical drama, called 
Eujihrofyne, or the Tyrant eorreSed, attracted .me to 
the Italian theatre. It was announced in the 
afficheSf as having been performed fix and twenty 
nights within a very fliort time. The houfe was, 
notwithftanding, very full, and I found il not un- 
worthy of its fame. 

Three fillers are brought to a court, where the 
caprices of a defpot hold abfolute fway ; where 
no fubjeft dares to approach his prince ; where 
no palfion is known but infatiable thirft of power; 
no pleafures but hunting, fighting, and tourna- 
ments ; and where every gentler feeling is a 
crime. The eldeft of the filters, Euphrofyne, 
undertakes, with much caution and circumfpec- 
tion, to transform this favage defpot into a g^ood 
prince ; this ferocious knight, into a gentle and 
fond lover ; and her purpofe is elFefled. 

Such is the outline of the piece, which con- 
tains fome very excellent feenes, particularly that 
in which the tyrant firft begins to feel his new 
palfion, which fills hiin with alarm. He fends 
for the phyfician, to whom he relates the parti- 
culars of his malady ; and is informed by him, 
that ’tis the fame which caufed the defUnflion 

: . of 
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of Troy, and the expullion of her kings from 
Rome — LOVE. Another feene may alfo be in- 
ftanced, iit which the prince armed for battle, 
with helmet, fliicld, lance, and fword, repairs to 
liuphrofyne’s apartment, and declares his love to 
her. She diffembles terror at beholding him fo 
arrayed, and difarms him piece by piece. IJc 
then alks whether flie is pleafed with him, to 
which flic replies, no; he is too tall, flie muft look 
up to him, and that is painful to her neck. He 
takes the hint, and falls at her feet ; by degrees 
flie reflores him his arms, and at length appoints 
him her knight. 

The mufic is alfo good, almoft fine. A duct 
in particular, which from its nature muft be 
a£led as well as fung, was received with un- 
bounded a])plaufe. An envious countefs endea- 
vours to make the newly enamoured prince jea- 
lous ; he becomes fo, flie is tranfported, and this 
jealouly, and malicious joy, give occafion to a 
raging duet, in which, as neither could rife above 
the other in finging, both began to fcreani with- 
out accent or note, in fuch a manner, that it 
perfeftly trilled througlj arid through the audi- 
tors ! This feemed to be confidcred as the height 
of excellence, and the thunder of applaufe, join- 
ed to thiS^lafli of the mufic, all together made 

fuch ’ 
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i’uch an uproar, that one could almoft have fup- 
pofed the laft day coming on, and the worljd 
about to bg cruflied to atoms. 

Both parties funk down at laft into feats on 
each fide of the ftage, with their breafts palpi- 
tating as if they would burft. One of my neigh- 
bours indeed afferted, that this was only grimace, 
to excite fympathy in the audience, but I believe 
thev roallv were both exhaufted ; I am fure I 
nas nearly fo myfelf with hearing them. 

i muft here obferve upon a fault in the French 
performers which never ftruck me till to-night. 
W'hcn a noble pride is to be affumed, it is always 
ihcwn by turning indignantly away from the 
perfon addrefled, and making the oration to the 
uall. Such was the cafe here between the 
])rince and the countefs — fuch between Titus 
and the amballadors of Porfenna, the other night 
at the Theatre tie la Nation — and fuch between 
Monfieur Socrate and the high-prieft. Strange! 
that the mott polillicd people in the world ftiould 
not be able to devife any better expreffion of 
I k vated pride, than turning their backs on each 
other. 

We had befides a little opera in two afils, 
which was extremely pleafing. Indeed the per- 
formers. 
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formers, both vocal and inftrumental, in this the- 
atre, are in general excellent. In Germany, 
where we* are not fo liberal as in France, the fe- 
cond piece would have been omitted, fince Eu- 
phrofyne contained three a£ts, and the perform- 
ance lafted two hours and a half. But two hours 
and a half would by no means content the Pa- 
rifians ; they mull: have four hours of amufement, 
and they are in the right. Formerly it was the 
fame with us, but the higher our performers rife 
in their profeffion, the lefs attention they think 
due to the public. 

The little, lovely, innocent, Rofe Renaud play- 
ed again to-day. Methinks I fee a fmile upon 
the countenance of many of my readers at the 
word innocent. But oh, let me cherifli this 
fweet delufion, if delufion it be, for it gives me 
fuch delight to think her innocent, that I cannot 
relinquifli the idea. To whatever may be ob- 
je£ted againft it by experience and knowledge of 
the world, I oppofe this confoling truth, that no 
general rule is without exception, and Rofe Re- 
naud is an exception. At leaf! the has not laid 
afide the uniform of virtue, modefty of demean- 
our ; and while (he retains that, 1 muft hope, that 
flie truly ferves the leader whofe uniform flie 
wears. 


Once 
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Once more let me recur to the public prints, 
.'rhe followmg extrafts are taken from a p!q>er 
of this day. 


EXTRACT THE FIRST. 

A noble deed of the minijler of Ternany near St. 

John d'Angely. 

The unfortunate La Tierce, lord of the 
caftle of Varaife, Hood trembling amid a muf- 
“ titude of alfaifins, who fell upon him with 
“ knives, fickles, fcythes, and clubs, when fud- 
“ denly an ecclefiaftic, the minifter of Ternan, 
“ ruftied in between him and his murderers j his 
“ prefence for a moment reprefled their fury. 
“ 1 Ic addrefled them in the language of the God 
“ he ferved, the language .(rf.peak».j reprefented 
“ to them in forcible colours the wtijouRitatttre 
“ of the offence they w^ to conupit; 

“ urged, that the laws alone had a right to pun- 
“ ifh in the name of heaven, and propofed their 
“ carrying Monfieur La Tierce to prifon, till he 
“ could be properly tried. His remonftrances 
“ were however vain, the throng that prelfed 
“ around their vi6lim increafed every moment, 
“ and their rage grdw every moment more un- 
bridled. 


At 
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At length the ecclefiaftic perceived the door 
” of a houfe open, againft which he and La 
“ Tierce were already nearly thruft. He ihere- 
“ fore ventured to make a bold experiment, and 
" pufliing in the latter, followed himfelf, and 
“ lliut the door haflily, in hopes by this means 
“ to efcape. 

“ But in vain. The mob prefcntly broke into 
the houfe, and tearing La Tierce from the 
“ arms of his proteftor, dragged him again into 
the market-place. The ecclefiaflic flill re- 
“ gardlefs of all danger to himfelf, prefied forci- 
“ bly among the aflafllns ; and fmee he could no 
“ longer make them lifteii to his expoftulations, 
“ threw his arms round the trembling La Tierce, 
“ hoping to ferve him as a fliield. Bat at that 
" very moment the unfortunate viftim received 
“ the ftrokc of a feythe over his head, and a ball 
“ in his breaft. He fell, fprinkling his magnri- 
“ nimous defender with his blood.” 


EXTRACT THE SF.COND. 

« 

On the twenty-ninth the Royal Agricultural 
“ Society held their public fitting. Among the 
“ prizes they awarded, was a lilver medal of a 
“ hundred livres to Madame Rattier, the wife of 
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‘‘ a car-drivser. Theoccafion for* which jt was 
given, afie£ied the whole AflemWy with a 
“ pleafing en^Otion. 

“ A child was, five years before, confided to 
'* the care of this admirable woman, of whofe 
“ parents Ihe has never fince heard. She has 
^ four children of her own, and an income of 
“ not more than fifty dollars, which her hufband 
“ cams by the fweat.of his brow. Often has fhe 
“ been advifed to fend her little chaige to the 
Foundling Hofpital, but never would forfake ' 
“ hei ; and though the conftaht rifing of aU the 
“ neceflarics of life, has reduced her to great fljifts 
" and want, flie has uniformly continued to d<T 
“ the fame for this poor orphan as for her own 
*• children. 


Infiances of fimilar generofity and magns^)i<* 
niity are, thanks to heaven ! not rare among any 
people. 'Tis only to be tegtetted that they are 
not always equally known and rewarded. 

A third extract from the fame paper, dpes not, 
alas' fqile£t quite fo much honour upon the 
nation. 


U 


“ A young 



290 MY FLIGHT TO tARlS. 

“ A young, woman of pleafing deportment, 
* who can read and write, and who underftands 
** wafliiiig, wiflies to engage herfelf as companion 
to a tingle gentleman.” 

In our country, a female who could with fuch 
fliamelcfs effrontery oiler hcrfelf as companion, 
or in plain terms, as mittrefs, to a tingle gentle- 
man, would be a marked objeft of public con- 
tempt. 

As I was breakfatling this morning with Daron 
G— — , the widow Galas font to inform him of 
the death ot her fon, her Idft fupport in life. 
ATnfortunate woman 1 1 felt at this moment, that 
there are fuflerings in the world far greater than 
my ow n. ’Tis true, that in the death of her huf- 
band, tlie did not lofe more than 1 did in the lofs of 
•my Frederica j but the horrible manner in which 
his days were ended, was a dreadful aggravation 
of the blow. Scarcely can 1 comprehend how it 
was poifible for het to furvive fuch a ftroke, at 
leaft to retain her fenfes, and I could almoft ex- 
claim with Lcdihg, " They who do not, under 
certain circumllances, lofe their underftandings, 
can have no underftanding to lofe !” 

Nor is this wholly inapplicable to the prefent 

cafe, fince Baron G informed me, that flie 

2 •• ■ had 
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liacl been for fome years in a very debilitated 
ftatc, with little feeling for any thing that pades 
around her. * 

My acquaintance with this Baron G - — was 
not commenced entirely without prejudice on 
my fide, fince I had but a Ihort time before been 
reading the Sequel to Roufleau’s Confeflions. 1 
found my expectations by no means deceived. 
He is one of the moft amiable old men I ever 
favv. Mild and engaging in his manhers, he . 
charms even at firft fight. Pofielfing a mind 
richly endowed with all kinds of knowledge, he 
never intrudes it upon any one, but only employs 
it to feafon his converfatlon in the moft natural 
and unafiuming manner. 

Many other vifits did 1 make this morning.. 
Among them was one to the king’s library, but 
I might as well have ftayed at home ; for he 
\\ ho knows that it contains three hundred thou* 
fund volumes of printed books, and a hundred 
thoufand manuferipts, knows juft as much about 
it as I do. 

• * 

To make a vifit of half an hour to a large li- 
brary, appears to me juft as idle as to make 
a formal vifit of the fame length to a celebrated 
man. The moft valuable book carries in its ex- 

U 2 terior 
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terior nothing *by which it can be diftinguilhcd 
from the moft contemptible produftion at our 
LeiJj/ick* fairs, nor does the moft profound ftho- 
lar carry about him any dlftinftive external cha- 
ra£teriftics, by which to diferiminate him from 
the dulleft of his brethren. Three hundred tliou- 
fand men may be mancEuvred fo as to aflbrd 
a fpeftaclc fomewhat interefiing to the fpc^lators, 
but three hundred thoufand books can only ftand 
dully in rows. 

The manuferipts on Papyrus, and on waxen 
tablets, I, however, contemplated with intereft, 
and alked myfelf whether yet a mouldei ing grain 
of duft remained, of the hands by which the) 
were written ? The large pair of globes, which 
are fo much celebrated, neverthelcfs appeared 
,to me fmaller than the Gottorp globes at Feterf- 
burgh, though our guide ftrenuoully aflerted to 
the contrary. 

This guide W'as an abbe, whofe name I have 
forgotten. Inftead of fliewing us the curiolitics 
of the library, or even anfwering our queftions, 
he was fo bitten by the daemon of politics, that 
there was no getting him away from them for a 
lineie moment. He proved to me, what ( was be- 
fg<#Tully convinced of, that the peace with Swe- 
den was a mafter-ftroke on the part of Ruftia ^ 

he 
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he developed a plan for a treaty of alliance be- 
tween France and RuHia, towards the execution 
of which it yvas little in the power of -either of 
us to contribute j he touched flightly upon the 
relations of the feveral European courts towards 
each other ; and, in fliort, finally fent me full 
drive out of the library with the flaming fword of 
his eloquence. 

The library of the Sorbonne, which we next 
vifilcd, is fmall, but poirefles many rare and valua- 
ble manufcripts. Some. of thcfe had recently* 
been ftolen, and the librarian, 'w'ho went about 
with us, remarked that tlie theft muft have been 
committed by fome of the members of the Sor- 
bonne themfelvcs, fince they alone having keys 
of the library, nobody elfc could come in. If 
the charge be well foupded, I cannot think the 
gentlemen much to blame, fince they expe6f 
every day a decree of the National Aflembly, by 
which this collcfction, how their own private pof- 
feffion, is to be declared national property. 

Cardinal Richelieu’s monument, in the church 
of the Sorbonne, is a cbtf-iT ceuvre of fculpturc. 
The cardinal reds in the afms of Religion, and 
at his feet is Wifclom, in the form of a woman, 
veiled ?ind weeping. Thefe are things which 
cannot be dcfcrilK*d, they mull be fccn. I 

Ihould, 
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fliould, however, like much to know, fince 
Greeks and Romans, French and Italians, have 
all .agreed in reprefenting Wifdtyn under the 
form of a woman, why a learned, woman is al- 
ways to be made afubje£t for mirth and ridicule? 
Is it only in marble that we can endure to fee a 
female endowed with knowledge ? 

As I faw fome people at work upon fcaffold- 
ings among the arches of the church, I alked 
what they were about ? 

I 

" Taking down Cardinal Richelieu’s arms, 
which are fcattered every where,” was the an- 
fwer, 

“ And by whofe order?” I alked. 

* " By order of the National Aflembly.” 

" And why this order ?” 

** Becaufe arms are forbidden throughout the 
** kingdom.” 

This is curious. * But Richlieu has created 
himfelf a name of which no National AlTembly 
can deprive him, though they may dcllroy all his 
arms. 


The 
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The fa 9 ade of the church of Saint. Genevieve 
tranfported me. Could I at the fame time have 
clofed my eyes againd all the little miferablc 
huts round about, my imagination might have 
led me to believe myfelf tranfported to Athens, 
for indeed there is nothing in this church, and its 
tower that feems to kifs the clouds, which can 
remind one of the Moft Chriilian King, and the 
eighteenth century. But the fine large area in 
which it (lands, is — how (hall I exprefs ni}fe]f? 
— hedged round with huts. 

A new drama was announced for reprefen- 
tation to-day at the Italian theatre, the title of 
which, 7'/ie laft Momenlt of Jean Jacques Rotijeau, 
irrefiftibly attrafled me thither. The appearance 
of this truly eccentric man upon the (lage affefl- 
cd me exceed inglv. All the fpceches put into 
his mouth were taken from his writings, all that 
he did was founded upon hiftoric truth. 

The feene was laid in RouflTeau’s chamber, at 
ErmenonvilJe. It was decorated with a harp- 
(ichord, a writing-table, and the piQure of Ma- 
dame de Warens. ITterefa, RouflTeau’s wife, 
and his nurfe of fourfcore*yearl old, were difeo- 
vered watting his return to breakfaft from his 
ufual morning’s walk, and were meanvvhile con- 
verfing together upon the melancholy fate of this 

pcrfccuted 


jUmU 
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perfecuted philpfopher, and on the repofe which 
he then happily enjoyed. 

# * • 

Roufieau himfelf next appeared. The player 
who reprefented him muft, doubtlefs, have copied 
him very faithfully, fince a tumult of applaufe 
inllantly refounded through the whole houfe. 
Probably moll of the audience mull have known, 
or, at leall, frequently have feen the original. An 
unanimous bravo ! faluted the a6tor, and Rouf- 
feau’s widow, who was in the houfe, a£lua]ly 
•fainted away. 

He was drelTed in a complete grey fuit, with a 
round hat. His knees were fomewhat bowed, 
his Hep How and circumfpe£l, and his whole ap-> 
pearance mild and ferene. He brought under 
his arm a bundle of plants, and in his hand a 
bird’s nell, in which he Ihewed his wife fix young 
birds. Therefa reproved him for the barbarity 
of taking them away from their mother, when 
he related, with a truly afieding fimplicity, how 
he had watched this nell every morning for a 
fortnight, how he bad feen the mother that very 
morning feeding her young, and how flie was im- 
mediately after, in feeking more food, devoured 
by a fparrow-hawk. Then did be take the nell, 
for the purpofe of iutreating hia wife to take 
care of the young ones. 


“ And 
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" And what will you do with them?” aflced 
the wife. 

“ Give them liberty as foon as they arc able 
“ to ufe it,” anfwered the philanthropift. 

This was followed by a burft of applaufe, aftd 
as the piece proceeded, the clapping continued 
to incrcafe, till my cars were half ftunned. 1 
did not join in the clapping, but I wept. 

RoulTeau then fat down to breakfaft with his* 
little family, exa6tly as he deferibes himfelf, in 
the Confeflions, at the time he lived near the 
Maiechal de Luxembourg. I cannot exprefs 
how much I was affefled by the feene. Tears 
gullied involuntarily from my eyes j I religned 
myfolf wholly to the interefting deluHon, which* 
had been much more impreffive, if it had not 
been fo perpetually interrupted by ill-thned clap* 
ping. 

1 he breakfuft ended, Roufleau defires his wife 
to go and vifit a poor woman, who was lying-in 
of her eighth child, and was in great necellity. 
Soon after, a young journeyman joiner enters, 
bringing home fome work for Rouficau. Hie 
philofopher perceives traces of deep forrow on 

his 
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his countenance, enquires into the caufe of if, 
and learns that his father is in danger of being 
carried to prifon that very day for a /lebt of thice 
hundred livres. The confequencc of this muft 
be, that the fon would lofe a niaiden with whom 
he was about to be united, fincc her father would 
no longer confent to her marrying into a family 
he confidered as difhonoured. Roufleau laments 
his inability to relieve this diftrefs, when the 
youth begs him to intercede in their behalf with 
the lord of the eftate, Monficur Girardin, which 
Sie promifes. 

Juft after the joiner’s departure, when Rouf- 
feau was beginning to revolve in his mind how 
to execute what he had undertaken, Monfieur 
Duval brings him a letter, with three hundred 
li\Tcs, from his bookfellcr Rev. By the ay it 
muft be obferved, that Monfieur Duval had a 
national cockade in his hat. An anachroniim fo 
grofs, that it had an aftonifbing effeft in leflening 
the delufion, 

Roufleau, extremely rejoiced at this accident, 
enquires of the nurfe whether they are at prefent 
in want of money, and learning that they arc 
not, he fends immediately after the young man, 
to whom he gives the whole fum. The latter 

fuppofes 
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fuppofeR this to be a prefent froip Moniieur Gi> 
rardin, an error in which the philofopher leaves 
him j — a beautiful ftrokc indeed. . , 

The } outh> in his gratitude for the fuppofed 
interceflion, endeavours to throw himfelf at Rouf- 
feau’s feet, but is repreffed. That were de- 
“ grading both to yourfclf and me,” fays the 
philofopher. 

“ May I ? — may I ?” — ftammers the youth, as 
he fpreads out his arms towards his philanthropic 
patron. 

“ Why not ?” fays RoulTcau, and clafps him 
eagerly to his heart. Few eyes remained dry at 
this feene. 

The youth now flies to his lather to free hiirf, 
and Roufleau in the mean time receives a vilit 
from Moniieur Girardin, to whom he obferves, 
that he feels his laft hour approaching, that bis 
eyes are become dim, and that he has been en- 
deavouring in vain to read. He thanks the wor- 
thy man for all his kindpefs, particularly for hav- 
ing granted him an alyluui where he may die in 
peace, and recommends his wife to his prote£liQn. 
He then prefents him, as a memorial of their 
friendfliip, with his own manufeript of the Social 

Contra^, 
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Contract which Girardra receives with tranfport, 
preffcs to his lips, and — now comes a fpeci- 
men of true French gafconade — affyrts, that the . 
work was diftated by God himfelf. ’Tis in fu- 
ture therefore to be confidered, I fuppofc, as a 
fifth Gofpel. 

The young joiner then appears again, with his 
father, and his maiden, who all overpower Gi- 
rardin with their expreflions of gratitude, which 
he of courfe does not underlland, nor know's 
'therefore how to rej)ly to them. RouiTeau en- 
joys this delightful fcenc in filence, and when 
Therefa explains the riddle, they all furround his 
chair, and load him with carefles. 

He ftill continues to feel, with greater and 
greater certainty, the approach of his laft mo- 
inents. He defires the window to be opened, 
that he may fee the fun once more, and for the 
laft time admire the beauties of creation. “ That 

is God !” he exclaiips, “ God, who now calls 
“ me to himfelf !” — With thefe words he finks 
back in his chair, the company prefent form an 
interefting groupe around him, and the curtain 
falls. 

'JTliis is indeed a tragedy. The firft French 
tragedy ever written in profe, and in Which the 

atlors 
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aclors played naturally and ' rkti(}nally, without 
fawing the air. llie extraordinary applaufe they 
.obtained nii^ht ferve as a leiTon-to them iq fu- 
ture, that this, as being the way of nature, is 
the only way which can pleafe all times and na- 
tions. When the curtain dropped, a thoufand 
h.indkerchiefs were in motion, a thoufand tongues 
vociferated their fatisfa£tion, and two thoufand 
pair of hands clapped. “ The Author! the Au~ 
“ thor /” refounded from all parts of the houfe, 
pit as w( il as boxes. 

• • 

This continued for a long time, before any 
one thought proper to appear upon the (lage. 
But ns the cry redoubled, the curtain at length 
drew up, and a performer came forwards, who 
addrefled the audience — Gentlemen, the authf>r 
“ is Monhenr Bouilly, the fame to whom we are 

indebted for Teter the Great." * 

% 

The curtain dropped again, but ftill the cry of 
The Author! the Author! continued. After, wait- 
ing ten minutes longer, fince the audience would 
not be quiet, a player again appeared, and faid, 
that the author had been fought for, but was not 
in the houfe. 

“ He is here ! he is here !" they unanimoufly 
exclaimed. How they knew this fo certainly 1 

cannot 
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cannot tell ; perhaps be might have been difco' 
vered behind the (cenes during the rcprefenta- 
tion, But fince there was no poflibility of apr 
pealing the audience, he did -at length appear,' 
with extreme modefty and timidity, and made 
a low bow, which was received with a perfcfl 
tumult of applaufc, when he was retiring. 

“ Jean Jacques ! Jean Jacques I was now vocife- 
rated with equal vehemence, till the a£tor who 
had played RoulTcau come forwards. The Author 
<ook him by the hand, both bowed refpe^tfully 
to the public, then embraced each other, and 
went off arm in arm. The noife that fucceeded 
mud have been heard to obtain any idea of it. 

'I'he other two pieces performed this wrening, 
Lucas et Liizette, an opera in one aft, and FeliXy 
all opera in three afts, were abfolutcly infupport- 
able. Iniipid muli6, inlipid dialogue, and inlipid 
plots. I could not forbear laughing at an old 
nurfe in FeliXy intended for a German, but the 
poor foul had entirely forgotten her mother 
tongue, and tortured her words in fuch a deplora- 
ble manner, that it might as well have been the 
language of the Hottentots. 


The 
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The Journal de Purls of n\orning contaias 
fo high an encomium on the* fifli-women, that I 
cannot reiift |;iving it a place here. . , 

Les Dames de la Halley* fuch is- the name 
given to thefe ladies, ** were admitted at the 
“ opening of this fitting, and prefented their good 
“ widies for a happy ilTue to the labours of the 
National Rcprefenlatives. The Affembly re- 
“ ceived their wifhes with fatisfaftion as the 
“ voice of the people. It is known, that the 
“ Dames de la Halle have often ftepped forward* 
in this revolution, and always full of patriotifin. 
" Their chara£ler, at all times prone to indepen- 
“ dence, their freedom of fpeech, which was even 
“ pardoned at a time when little was pardoned, 
muft naturally give them a diftinguifhed /cal 
“ for liberty. J low ignorant, then muft they be 
“ of the motives which have influenced laffe 
“ events, who can doubt the purity of theirs ! The 
time has beenj when fuch obfervations would, 
“ perhaps, have called forth the fmile of contempt 
“ from people of Tw, and they might have 
“ ferved as fubjefts for their witticifms. But 
“ what now is this Tmi ? A^’hat became of it 
** from the moment when the proud and manly 
voice of freedom made itfclf be heard ?” 


This 
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Tliis Ton in , truth is vanKhed. But whether 
the filh*women have fubftituted any thing better 
in i{s place, every one can judge wjio has fim e 
that time fpent only three days at Paris. 


jtN, 1 , i7yl. 

Receive my friendly falutations, thou fiift day 
of a new year ! — God be thanked ' I have now 
turned my back upon the moft unfortunate yeai 
of my life ! Certain am I that the coming ycai 
cannot bring me any calamity fo great as the 
Jail produced — it cannot rob me of a fecond Fre- 
derica ! — ^’Fhe future can deprive me of little, 
but it may reftore me much. I have no more 
hopes in this world ; what I have loft is irrepara- 
ble' — Yet welcome, thou new year, for thou 
bringeft me one ftep nearer to the joys of a better 
litl' ! 

c 

On this day twelve months, as I was fitting 
in my ftudy, my little William came in, and re- 
peated courageoufly, and without hefitation, a 
pretty little new-year’s wilh taught him by his 
mother, who herfelf flood at the door to liften 
whether or not he repeated his Icftbn correftly. 

1 caught her in my arras — Ihe wept. “ Why 
*' weeps my love?” I alked. 


" Alas!” 
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“ Alas!” ftie faid, ** a ago, I wiflied the 
“ reftoration of your health, but in vain — and 
“ I fear that my wiihes now fliould prove<equally 


“ Make yourfolf eafy, deareft Frederica,” I re* 
plied, “ I am notwithftanding happy. Many a 
“ joyful day have I experienced in this year, and 
“ for the moft joyful I am indebted to thee.” 

V cs, I was indeed happy in fpitc of my debi- 
litated frame. My health is now amended, but * 
my happinefs is gone for ever. The only enjoy- 
ment that remains to me is in recurring to tlie 
paft, my only hopes are in futurity — that futurity 
that will ic-unite me to her — to her, who alone 
among a thoufand women could make me com- 
pletely hajipy. Ah ! why was llie given me 
only to lofc her again ! — and yet I would not for ' 
all the treafures this world could beftow, frrike 
out of my life the fix-years jof blifs I experienced 
with her ! would not for a moment lofe the 
recollc£lion of the moft trifling joy we have 
fhared together. The waters of Lethe appear 
to me an ill-invented fable. Do we not find 
every where, and even hereafter ’twill doubtlels 
be the fame, that the reurrence to paft joys 
forms one of the primary fources of thofe we 

X deem 
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deem prcfent^ Yes, my loft, adored Frederica! 
doubtlefs a part of thy happinefs confifts in think*' 
ing of me ! — Perhaps thou art fo occupied on 
thL'> very day — if yet thy time be meafurcd by 
days and hours — perhaps at this very moment, 
when the tears called forth by ihefc recollodVioiis 
ftreain down my checks, falling on the little 
dog, once thy favourite. Ah ! this poor animal 
now lies coiiftantly on my lap ; an indulgence 
wliic]), in former times, lie, as iLou knovveft, as 
never allowed. 

I was tliis morning in the ancient church of 
Suae Dame, It is an .old taftclefs Gothic build- 
ing, yet awakens in the heart a kind of folemii 
and reverential avve. It contains fome very ex- 
cellent piftures. The Catholic churches are in 
general much handfomer buildings, and much 
more richly ornamented than tbofe of the Pro-' 
teftant religion. One is irrcfiftibly excited to 
devotion, and mofl irrcfiftibly, when a folemn 
filence reigns throughout, interrupted only 
at intervals by the foft whifpers of a finglc voice 
pouring forth its pious orifons. This filence is 
never obferved in a Protellant place of worlhip. 
It feems the idea there, that piety inuft be kept 
conftantly in motion, left the thread fhould fnap. 
Thus, hymn, pfalm, prayer, and litany, courfe 
each other fo clofely, that they are in danger 
2 of 
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of producing a furfeit ; and when all jrtie 

church-doors are clofed, and G*od is not per- 
mitted to give audience to thofe who would like 
to kneel and* pour out their fouls to him in ’pri- 
vate. That I may not be reproached with par- 
tiality, I niufl: add, that I am niyfelf a Luthe- 
ran. 

In the great church of Notre Dame we found 
feveral people on their knees who did not feem 
at all to heed us. By one of the pillars fat a nun, 
with fix little girls all drefled alike. Our guide 
told us that they were foundlings, and that the 
Foundling Hofpital was clofe at hand. 

We immediately went thither, and I thank 
God for the delightful feelings with which I 
there commenced the new year. We were 'eop- 
dufted into a large room, where flood a hun- 
dred little beds ranged in four rows, in each 
of which lay a child of above a year old, all 
as clean and neat as poffible. The air in the 
room was perfcftly fweet and wholefome, with- 
out the leafl bad fmell whatever. 


An old nun came towards us, and received us 
with the moft frank ferenity. “ You come,” 
faid flie, “ to vifit my numerous family. I am a 
X 2 “ happy 
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" happy mother: I have juft received a new-year's 
" prefcnt of ten additional children.” 

Thele flie flicwcd us. The attendants were 
then wafliing and feeding them. A number of 
girls grown up, all foundlings, fat round the 
chimney, and by their care of thefc newly-arrived 
guefts, ftrove to repay the kindnefs they had 
themfelvcs received. It might ha\e been ex- 
petfed that a hundred children would make a 
great noife and crying, but they were all per- 
^fedly quiet, and feemed perfettly contented ; an 
additional proof that they are well taken care of. 
and want for nothing. 

O 


Five thoufand eight hundred and foity-two 
children were received into this hofj)ital in the 
courfe of the laft year. Seventeen hundred nurfes 
qre letained in its fcrvice in the country, but the 
good old nun complained that it was now'’ dif- 
ficult to get nurfes, as flic could not pay them, 
fince Ihe had not received any money for a long 
time, and the National Aflenibly had not yet 
taken the inftitution into their hands. She fliew- 
ed us how the children were fed with rice 
and milk, a method flic did nut approve. Some 
years ago, flie faid, the nurfes were all difeharged, 
ft;i^ij;||roduce this new mode of feeing, but a lit- 
' • tic 
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tie experience fufficientljr proved* that it would 
not do, and the purpofe was of neceffity relin- 
quiflied. 

This nun is certainly one of the happieft of 
people, not only in Paris, but in the world at 
large. Never did I fee in any countenance fo 
much fwcet compofurc and ferenity. She carries 
a heaven in her heart, the cffe£l of her mildnefs 
and patience here on earth. Towards the grown- 
up children, her deportment was equally like one , 
of the moft affeflionate of mothers. Thev all 
appeared to place unreferved confidence in her, 
and fpoke without any fliynefs or diftruft. She 
Hiovved us a pretty little girl, and b'egged of us to 
afk her where flie was found. 

“ In the fnow,” anfwered the poor little crea- * 
ture. 

Over the door of the room is inferibed, upon 
a tablet, “ My father and my mother have for- 
“ faken me, but the Lord hath had compaflSon 
" uJ)on me.” 

One room contains the linen of thefc little 
orphans. It was an interefting light to fee it en- r 
tirely filled with clean linen as white as fnow. 
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We parted from the good old nun with tears 
in pur ejes. I never fliall forget the hour that I 
fpdnt there. Oh ! had my Frederica but been' 
with me ! what a feaft would it have been to her 
gentle and benevolent foul ! I could almoft fancy 
I fee her now with tears of pleafing fadnefs 
ftreaming down her cheeks. 

The papers of to-day contained the following 
witticifm : 

» 

“ We have been informed, but we do not 
pledge ourfelves for the authenticity of the in- 
“ telligence, that in the village of Romecourt, 
“ near Mezieres-le-vie, a woman was lately 
“ brought to bed of three boys, to which were 
given the nicknames of La Nation, La Loi, and 
• “ Le Rot. La Nation and La Loi are dead, but Le 
“ Roi is alive, and likely to do well.” 

It was our intention to have paffed the even- 
ing at the Theatre Francois Comique et Lyrique, 
where a favourite piece, which has been very 
often repeated, called Nicodemus in the Moon, was 
to be performed. But we went too late, and 
found the houfe fo crowded, that it was im« 
poilibjo to get places. 

Our 
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Our evil genius, therefore, led • us on to the 
Theatte Cotnique des JJJocus, wlicre we found 
places with difliculty, where we were* afiailcd 
on all fides by heat and {links, and where a 
perpetual noife behind us, and before the door, 
deprived us of the few crumbs we might other- 
v\ife have picked up. 

But it was no great lofs, fince there was no- 
thing, I belief e, worth hearing, for a more mife- 
rable theatre I have not feen in my Parifian 
pilgrimage. I'hc fiift piece was UHomute ITn'i- * 
»:e, in one afl. It contained fo liitlc of novellv, 
that though 1 faw it now for the fiift time, I could 
have fancied it the hundredth. Secondly, was 
re nre fen ted Le Tuomphe de V Amours in three 
whining infipid a£ls. Never did love folemnize 
a more v\ carving triumph. Laftly came Le^ 
r.tre'jve^ de la LiLtrte Conqulfe, an o])era in one a6l. ’ 

This was bevond expreflion filly and abfurd. 
Mercury appears, and announces that Minerva, 
Mars, Bacchus, and Cupid, arc on their way to 
Paris, and in conformity to the cftablilhed cuf- 
tom, intend to open their fliops on New-Year’s 
Day, and offer their goods to fale at very low 
prices. The deities announced, appeared imme- 
diately after, and fung their profeflions without 
any mufical accompaniment, in the true ballad- 

finger 
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finger tone. TTiey then adjourned each to a cor- 
ner of the ftage, which they called their fliops. 
It rtiLll'be obferved by the way, that the ftage, 
inftead of being illuminated after the ufual man- 
ner, was lighted only by one ordinary lanlhoin. 

Abundance of purchafers now appeared. Mi- 
ner\a offered her wifdom, and Mars his cou- 
rage to fale, at a very cheap rate. To the 
latter, his cuftomers leplied, that they had al- 
ready a profufion of this commodity in the na- 

* tion, and that the French were the firft people 
•who had brought real freedom dov\ n upon the 
earth. La Fayette was every moment named 
or fung. Happy was it for him that he could 
not hear it. The clergy muft alfo hcic, as cvciy 
where, be made fubjeds of ridicule. Among the 
throng was an Abbe, who had been depiived 

* of his benefice, whom Minerva invited to be her 
cuftomer. He replied, that his order, it was true, 
had alw'ays had learning and wifdom in their 
mouths, but not in their hearts. He, therefore, 
made his bow to her, and went over to Bacchus 
and Cupid, whofe wares throughout found the 
readied fale. 

But fince few at laft became purchafers, and 
the Deities expreffed their furprize at it, the 
Goddefs Liberty herfelf appeared in the form 

of 
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of a fat milk-maidj and faid, fhe« would explain 
the riddle. It is. well known, Ihe obferved, that 
the French. love variety in their amilfemfents. 
Wifdom, courage, love, and wine, they had 
poflefled for many centuries, but liberty never 
till ibis moment, and it was therefore moft natu- 
ral that they Ihould now run after her. Ludi- 
crous enough, that liberty Ihould be confidered 
only as an amufement, which the French hive 
fought by way of variety. Ludicrous enough ! — 
yet at the fame time it muft be owned that it 
is apparently very true. * 

Of no evening fince my arrival at Paris have 
I felt fo heartily weary as of this. 

The Palais-Royal was very brilliant. The 
thops were all fet out in the higheft tafte, and 
fplendidly illuminated. There were particularly 
a number of extremely pretty things made in 
fugar, and the fuper-abundantly fugared French 
ran after them very eagerly. 


JAN 2 . 

I tranfcribe the following advertifemeiit from a 
paper of to-day, in the full convi£lion that it can 
be meant only as joke, fince it feems fcarcely 
poflible that any one Ihould fcrioufly put forth 
fuch a tiflue of abfurdity. 


“In 
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“ In the Bumau de Foyer, in the circus. Rue 
".dn G-'and Chantier, at number one, in tlic firft 
“ 116 ry, Is a painter of much greate** profeflional 
“ Ikill than Raphael, Rubens, or Michael Ange- 
“ lo. He can paint five-and-twcntj' portraits in 
“ a-day, of any price, from eighteen livrcs to a 
“ hundred louis, and fo on by the week or month. 
“ For the poor this is done gratis. lie is very 
** confident of foon acquiring a fortune, cither by 
** excellent recommendations, or by immenfe lol- 
teries where nobody lhall put in, jet every body 
*" win, or by grand fpeculations, the infallibility ot 
" which is proved in a hundred new and fur- 
** prizing volumes. All other forts of paintings 
at proportionable prices.” 

My readers may perhaps be alloniflied, but this 
is not all. 

“ Stoves to be had of fifteen inches in dia- 
" meter, and twenty-five inches in height, which 
“ communicate as much heat as fifty common 
“ ftoves, and would warm the whole circus daily 
“ for twelve fous. Farther : chimneys of glafs, 
“ and uncombuftible paper, ftoVes of gauze, 
“ glafs, wood, pafteboard, or linen, from nine 
“’ItVre* to fifty louis.” 


If 
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If this was not inferted uncjer the abfurd 
idea of an excellent joke, though it is difficult to 
difeover any .joke in it, it mud have coine from 
a mad-houfe. I will not be fool enough to go 
thither, left it ftiould fare with me as with the 
audience of Hans North, when he promifed to 
creep through a bottle. 

I was fo ill this morning, that I could not 
go out. For fome days I have been apprehen- 
ftve of fuch an attack, but I hoped that it 
might be kept off by diffipalion. In vain' — I* 
was obliged, therefore, to have rccourfe to my 
old friends, camomile tea and powders, from 
which I have fo often received great benefit. 
Alas ! what ufed to be a balm to my foul in 
all my corporeal fufferings, is now loft to me, and 
I feel the anguifli of them doubled. 

r» 

Oh, my Frederica ! how unjuft was I towards 
fate when I fo often wanted to gather the 
rofes that bloffomed around me, without the 
thorns. Even thofe hours of anguilh when I have 
v^alked up and down the room racked and tor- 
tured with my malady, when I could not fpeak 
to any one, no, not to thee, and could think of 
nothing but myfelf — Even thofe hours are charm- 
ing to me in recolleflion, for then thou wert with 
me ! Then didft thou fit upon a corner of the 

^ fopha 
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fopha in filcilce, with thy work in thy hands, 
from which thou didft fometimcs take a flolcii 
glance towards me, yet caulioufly avoiding to' 
wipe a tear from thine eyes, unlefs when my 
back was turned. Urns fometimcs have 
paffed whole hours. Yet, while all that was 
mortal about me was in agony, my foul could 
ftill feel the higheft enjoynjent in the ferene 
tranlports of domeftic happinefs. 

But when thefe corporeal feelings fubfided, and 
'the fpiritual obtained the complete afcenclancy, 
what then were our mutual ecftafics ? I gave 
thee my hand, it was the well-known fignal that 
my fufferings were abated — thy w'ork w'as laid 
afide, and I no longer thought only of myfelf, 
walked only by myfelf, but arm in arm wc paced 
the room together — then one kifs, and all was 
forgotten. 

Happy and cheerful, I laid myfelf down upon 
the fopha — the more happy for being alone w'ith 
thee, for never then did I find the time pafs hea- 
vily. Perhaps thou didft take a book, and read 
to me, or w'cnt to tho harpfichord while I ac- 
companied thee with my flute. — Y e blifsful hours, 
never, never can ye be repeated ! — Oh, we were 
fo £dii|i&ient to each other, that every thing 
clll^^peared fuperfluous to us. If fometimcs 

we 
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\vc fancied wc might find amufement at a ball, or 
foine other divcrfion, and went thither, the mo • 
ment the clock firuck ten, my Frederica camij to 
ihe, or I went to her, “ My love, fliall we not 

go home?” — Oh, yes,” was the conftant an- 
fwer, and the firft words, as we entered our own 
houfe, were, “ Thank God we arc again here !” 

Y e, who have never tailed the fweets of wed- 
ili*d happinefs, may perhaps diftend your faces 
into a farcafiic fmile at reading thefe eflufions 
Poor men ! — In one refpeft only are ye to be . 
envied, ye have nothing to lofe. 

In the evening I was fo much better, that I 
ventured to the opera, where the fplcndid fpe£la- 
( Ic of Armida was performed. I fay nothing of 
the nnific, 1 do not pretend to be a cemoiffeHr, 
.bill the name of Gluck befpeaks excellence, 
'i'he (iocoiatiuns arc indeed fuperb beyond all c.x- . 
[tieilion. The fliowcr of fire that falls from 
heaven, in which Armida afeends into the air, 
?ftd looks down upon the burning ruins of her 
■caftle, was horribly fine. 

I mud here make a rcmaik, which principally 
concerns our German players. The opera was 
this evening uncommonly thin, probably becaufe 
the Comediens de Monfieur firft opened their new 

theatre. 
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theatre, and the company all thronged thither. 
But notwithftanding this failure of fpeftators, the 
pesformers exerted themfelves with no tefs ardour 
than if the houfc had been crowded in every 
pari. No ill-humour was vilible on a Angle 
countenance, no appearance of fullennefs or dif- 
content. Our German players, on the contrary, 
are always difconcerted at a thin houfe, and gab- 
ble over their parts with evident pceviflinefs and 
ill-will. They feem rejoiced to get off the ftage, 
and the audience are not very forry to fee them 
go. This I have often obferved, even in our bcfi 
players, and I mull feverely reprobate it. , 


JANU VRY 3 . 

I cannot remain longer at Paris, for were I to 
continue here a wliole year, 1 Ihould never find 
myfelf at Iiome, and where I am not at home, I 
cannot be even contented. A number of trifles, 
each of which taken feparately, might appear in- 
fignificant, all togcthei make my flay here very 
uncomfortable. I do, indeed, believe that the 
fame will always be felt by thofe who have 
been accuftomed to a certain uniform mode of 
life i or, why Ihould I not fpeak in plain terms ? 
who are fomewhat prccife, which is certainly my 
cafe. 


1 like 
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1 like to rife at fix in the morying. In Ger- 
many, I can have my breakfaft at any time, here 
I muft wait^till the gargon at the cofFee-hibufe 
lliall be pleafed to leave his bed, which may not 
be perhaps till between eight and nine, confe- 
quently I am kept fading for three hours. This 
IS fo contrary to my ufual pra£lice, that it gives 
me very unpleafant fenfations, 

I'l tkejecond place. The fire warms me only 
in front, and the room it does not warm at all. 
1 love an equal warmth throughout. Befides,* 
the intolerable blaze in the chimney is extremely 
pernicious to the c\es. 

Thirdly. Notwithftimding that our rooms arc 
handlbincly furnilhed with filk and mahogany, 
they arc only paved with done. This I didike 
mod heartily, fince 1 mud always fit in warnl 
boots, to prevent the chill and damp afFe6bng my 
feet. 

Fourthly. As the good people here do not 
ufually rite till noon, fo they do not dine till even- 
ing. This is infuffcrable to thofc who are accufi* 
tomed to order their meals with the regularity of 
clock-work. 


Fifthly. 



520 MY FLIGHT TO PARIS. 

Fifthly, Afj:er having waited fo long for din- 
ner, it is at lad not worth having, unlefs indeed 
one^can be content to purchafe a tolerable meal 
at the intolerable price of a louis. I, for my 
part, who am of opinion that half a dollar ought 
to furnilh the table decently, do not like to pay 
more. But for this I only get meagre broth with 
fodden beef, a naufeous fricafee, or roaft-mcat 
of fome kind dried to a cinder. If it were not for 
potatoes, which wc have regularly every day, \vc 
might often rife hungry from table. The wint 
‘ is as bad as it is dear, and the water, evc») 
when filtrated, milky, muddy, and of a fwectifii 
tade. 

Sixthly, TIic beds arc another grievance* 
They arc as liard as the benches in an alehoufe, 
and he who is of a plethoric habit, would (land 
but a bad cliancc in them, fince there is nothing 
to fupport his head but a little round thing much 
like the pillows wc ufe upon our fophas. I 
have always been obliged to lay my coat and 
cloak underneath it, to raife my head only to a 
level with my feet. 

Seventhly, lie who has been in the habit of 
going to bed regularly at ten o’clock, if be ad- 
here to his praftfee, will in vain hope to lleep, 
till he^ become accuftomed to the eternal rattle 

of 
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of carriages, which never qea{%s till two in the 
morning. It fecms as if the olyn)|>ic games were 
celebrating under the windows, and all the, jfo* 
cres in Paris *were running for the prizes. 

Such are the evils experienced within doprs. 
If a man venture out, a thoufand new ones are 
to be encountered. 

Suppofing the expedition is to be made on 
foot, he mud; wade through a black mire all 
the way, and expeft to be run againft firft by , 
a water calk, then by a filh-woman — firft by a 
crier, then by a fedan>chair — or to be fpattered 
all over with mud by the carriages— or to be 
aflailed by a hundred beggars — or tormented by 
a hundred ladies of pleafure — or to be flopped 
by a hundred Savoyards with fomething or other 
to fell, and always take all foreigners for* 
Mylords ready to throw their money in,to the 
llrects, hnd whom they can confequently dupe 
at pleafure. Then, if furmounting all thefe ob- 
ilacles, he have got the length of one ftreet, before 
he can crofs into another, it may perhaps be 
necefTary to Hop a quarter of an hour watching 
an opportunity to efcape without being run oven 
I, who apa never more given up to fancy than 
when tyalking^ along the Greets, find thefe things 
intolerable. 

Tnen, 


Y 
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Tlien, if to avoid thefe inconveniencies, fie 
get into a carriage, the chances are ten to one 
that in the narrow angular ftreets, from the con- 
courfe of other carriages, he may be araufed not 
unfrequently with a flop of-many minutes, ere 
it be poflible to pafsj all which time is fpent 
freezing to death with the wiuds.that draw in at 
every corner in thefe airy vehicles, and upon the 
rack with impatience. And when at laft the 
coachman, by great dexterity, gets tlirough tliis 
labyrinth, and arrives fafely at the place of defti- 
nation, it is fcarcely poflible to efcape under 
a quarter of an hour's wrangle with him, flnee 
he conllantly inflfts upon more than is his due. 
It is well known that the drivers of fiacres never 
W'erc diftinguifhed for their Jiolitejje, and it will 
hardly be fuppofed that in the prefent rage for 
liberty they are improved in this refpett. 

But one of mygreateft grievances is the air 
of Paris. Let the heavens be ever To clear 
and ferene, ftill an eternal mill hovers over 
the town, nor is it poflible to fee any obje£l 
the length of a ftreet. The compofition of this 
mift is principally a pungent fraoke, arifing from 
the profuflon of cook’s (hops, and which,, in 
pafling them, has often ,afFcf^ed my head fo 
much as to make my eyes water. |ndc^, .the 
eflefl has frequently continued when the caufc 


no 
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no longer exifted, and I hold this fleam there- 
fore to be of an extremely pernicious quality. 

• • 

Two things more yet remain to be noticed. 
The infuflerable egotifm of the inhabitants, which 
is to me offenfive beyond expreffion — and their 
propenfity to fraud and impofition. 

4 

He who docs not look well to what he is 
.ibout, may depend upon being cheated of his 
money in all pofllble ways ; and this in fo grofs 
and fliamelcfs a manner, that it cannot but excite 
in every honeft bofom the deepefl contempt and 
dlfgufl at fo profligate and mercenary a race. 

I bought a little Spanifh dog one day in the 
I’alais-Royal. It was then of a beautiful brown 
colour, but it had not been many days in my 
. polleffion, before this changed to a dingy yellow, 
and at length to a perfeft white. The animal 
m faft was painted. ' For myfelf I cared little 
about the matter, but I felt indignant at having 
been made the objeft of fuch a petty contempti- 
ble' fraud. 

All thefe things make Paris daily more auid 
more infupportable to me, and as 1 revolved 
them over in my mind this morning, I fuddenly 
came to the refolution of leaving it to-morrow. 

Y 2 


But 
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But leave Paris without going to the National 
Afl'enibly ? — I^o, that cannot be. Monfieur 

I’A'bbe de R had indeed repeatedly made 

liberal promifes of getting us ticlcets of aclmif- 
fion, yet, like moft of his countrymen, had put 
us off with fine words only. But fince wc could 
not be immediately aware, that to promife and 
to perform were with him two things, wc had 
been prevented feeking them by other means. 
Happily, however, a man may have any thing 
here for money, and even tickets for the National 
Affembly arc made a lucrative branch of traffic. 
A traffic that can hardly be concealed -from the 
reprefentatives, and which for their own credit 
they ought to fupprefs. Our fervant procured 
us, w'ithout difficulty, two tickets for three livres 
each. 

Wc were obliged to alight at fome diflance 
from the place where the fittings arc held, and 
had two or three courts to wade through before 
we reached the hall. In one .of thefe wc were 
in imminent danger of flicking fall in the black 
mire, and another was fo full of water, that 'the 
Savoyards had laid planks along it, which wc 
muft pay, for going over. Perhaps they had 
tbemfclvcs drenched it with water with- this very 
defign. Thefe things began even at the iJutfet 

to 
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to leffen my ideas 6f the Aflembly*of theh twelve 
hundred Mqjejiies, 

m 

We now approached the room itfelf. And 
hark ' the fliouts of liberty refounded in our 
ears. At the diftance of at lead two hundred 
ftcps wc were faluted with a tumultuous burft of 
laughter, proceeding from the Affembly. We 
were condufled into a gallery, which was already 
occupied by people three deep, fo that we did 
not get even a convenient place for our fix livres. 
The hall is very long and wide, and on each 
fide benches for the members aie ranged in an 
amphitheatral form. Many, however, walk 
about, and many alfo ftand in the area in the 
middle, or run fiift to this fide, then to that, with 
tablets in their hands, in which they write from 
L t:e t j time. 

The debate was very animated. -As we cn- 
tcied, a young man upon the left hand, was 
fpeaking. He declaimed vehemently againft the 
clergy, and fpoke of a pried who had fubjoined 
the following limitation to his oath : Conformably 
to wkai was ordered by the btfltop of Lydda. This 
occafioned a great commotion, lliey all began 
tailing and exclaiming together, and bandied 
jokes and farcafms backwards and forward.s, 
laughing at them all the time mod unmercifully. 

This 
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This tumultuous laughter, which was very often 
repeated, appeared to me truly unworthy the 
dignity of fuch an affembly, honoured with the 
title of reprcfentatives of a great nation. I con- 
fefs, that were I a member of it, thefe witticifms 
and this mirth would drive me out again, as 
quickly as I was driven out now, when only an 
auditor. For after a folemn refolution was pair- 
ed, that the clergy Hiould fwcar without refer- 
vation, and the Affembly proceeded to difcuffing 
in what manner witneffes fliould be examined in 
future, I was fo little interefted that I went away 
I entered the hail with great expetlations, but 
departed with very petty impreflions upon mv 
mind. 

In the evening we packed up our trunks, 
which occupied us to fo late an hour that we 
could not get places at the opera, which I wiilied 
to vilit for the laft time. We therefore went to 
the Theatre de la Nation, where was reprefented 
Tm caret, a pretty little comic opera, abounding 
with wit. It was fo admirably performed, that 
I quitted the houfc, fully convinced that the 
French a£lors cannot be exceeded in comedy by 
thofe of any nation. ' 

An anecdote which I learned this afternoon, 
ftbm very good authority, muft not be omitted. 

When 
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When the £|aJce of Orleans w^s at Court on 
New-yeai^V^Ry* and was Handing to warm ^him- 
felf by’ the dhitnneyj one of the courtiers faid to 
another, in Rr foTj^tof half whifper, yet taking 
care that the dttke Hiould overhear him, What 
bujiuefs has that Ravaillac here ? The duke, how- 
ever, was fo prudent as to turn a deaf ear to the 
remark. 


JANUARY 4. 

At fix o’clock we quitted Paris in the famous 
Diligence. I was fomewhat better icconciled t<J 
it in this journey than in my former, fince there 
was only a fingle paffenger bcfidcs ourfelves ; a 
printer, going to Peterfburgh, very filcnl and mo- 
deft in his demeanour, confequently in no way 
troublefome to us. We were feated very com- 
modioufly, could ftrctch out our legs and arms at 
pleafure, had no difputes about opening or Am?- 
ting the windows, were not compelled to liften 
to miferable jokes, and common infipid Oiligeno^ 
cooverfation, and had, to crown all, moft charm- 
ing weather. Ail thefe advantages pot us into 
good humnaur, and gave us fpiiits and llrength to 
conteni|^«.tN^ki).’thc few inconveniencies that re- 
maiiRld^lifd which could not by any means be 
Ahviated*' 


When 
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\\'hen we had turned our backs upon Paris 
about an hour, and began again to breathe pure 
and uncontaminated air, I felt as if a rock had 
been removed from off my heart. If my feelings 
were not happy, they have at leaft not for a 
long time been fo compofed as on the two lirft 
days of our journey. The road lay along the 
banks of the Marne. 'Ihe country is all the 
way highly cultivated, and poffeffes an infinite 
variety ot charms, all which appeared to the 
higheft advantage from being illumined by the 
genial rays ot a mild fun. I could not indeed 
help feeling fome afionifliment, that feenery fo 
fmiling and lovely had not been made the fubje£t 
of innumerable idylls. I kept the window by 
me conftantly open, never weary with contem- 
plating the charms of peaceful nature, and though 
I thought little, I felt much. Thanks to thee, 
worthy printer, thou wert generally afleep, and 
didll not teaze me wHh talking. 

We went by Saint Menehould to Metz, 
where we arrived on the feventh. The theatre, 
to which I immediately repaired, muff, I imagine, 
be one of the befi provincial theatres in France. 
The houfe is very handfome, but nothing elfe was 
worth feeing. 


We 
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We hired a carriage atMetz»to carry tis to 
Mentz, the driver of which fpoke a little i^ife- 
rable German, in a vile Lorraine dialeft. The 
poor devil, whofe head was fet into fomewhat of 
a whirl by liberty, had nearly fallep a martyr to 
his idol, among the good Germans, who, if their 
princes be deferving, cleave to them with heart 
and foul. 

Of this defcription is the Prince of Leiningen, 
on whom our coachman was pleafed to call fome 
refledlions, at one of the inns where we (topped,* 
bccaufe we had been obliged to pay for a good 
chaujfee, when no chaujfie was in exiftence. 

Now ’tis very true, that there is a great deal of 
unfair play with refpeft to the money paid for keep* 
ing up the roads in Germany, but our gentleman 
(hould have noticed it with more circutnfpeftion. 
This want of caution he was made to feel .very^ 
fcverely. The hoft, an elderly man, did not a; 
pear at firft to pay much attention to his remarigts," 
but his fon, a fiery impetuous young fellow, took 
up the matter with fufficient warmth, and utter- 
ed a volley of imprecations, and farcafms, in part 
upon the whole French nation, in part only upon 
the French individual who had given the offence. 
This at length roufed the creeping blood of the 
old man, and he too joined his elqguence to his 

fon’s 
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Ton's. In vain did the poor coachman endea- 
vour to avert their wrath, by giving^ them the 
faireft words polfible, and affuring them moft fo^ 
lemnly, that what he faid was mere joke ; both 
father and Ton were preparing to give him cor- 
poral chaftifement ; and had we not interpofed, 
he had probably been difabled from purfuing his 
journey for three days at leaft. I would venture 
a conlidcrable wager, that when the fellow re- 
turns home, he will Ihrug his fhoulders, and fay, 
“ Ah, thefe German dunces ! 'tis not worth a 

man’s while to give himfelf the trouble of 
“ preaching liberty among them !” 

A fliort time before we arrived at the place 
where this unlucky adventure happened, as \\ c 
were purfuing our way amid hills and woods, 
we paired a pretty little hunting-feat, in a \er) 
wild and 'romantic country. The beauty of its 
fituadon excited my attention, but that w'as ftill 
more arrefted by a fmall round building in a 
thicket, gver which was inferibed Solomon 
Gessner. I cannot exprefs my furprife. I 
flopped the carriage, alighted, and made a pil- 
grimage to the fpot. The temple was not quite 
finilhed, and had nothing flriking in it, but the 
idea charmed me } and in my heart I blefled the 
prince who could pay fuch an honourable tribute 
to German poetry. 


When 
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When we arrived at the above-mentioned 
inn, and ^noticed to the Leiningian patriol^what 
w'e had fees : “ Oh, yes,” faid the old man, “ I 
“ know what you mean — ’tis Solomon’s Tem- 
« pie.” 

In the fame narrow valley I faw the moft pic- 
turefque ruins that are perhaps to be found in all 
Germany. I was told, that they are the remains 
of a caftle deftroyed in the thirty year’s war. 
My informer, however, was a Jew, in whofc hif- 
torical knowledge I do not place any great con- 
fidence. 


JANVARV 12. 

We arrived at Mentz, for the prefent the boun- 
dary of my travels. The climate here is foft 
and mild, the country about tranfcendcntly beau- 
tiful, and the focicty — fuch as is very pleafant, at 
Jeaft to him who is always plcafcd with being 
alone. 

The theatre is one of the beft in Germany, 
and has an excellent company, for which ’tis 
principally indebted to the Baron vop Dalberg. 
Meifrs. Cook, Chrift, ^d Porfeh, are certainly at 
the head of their profeHion. The firft is too fel- 
dom to be feen, fince one wifhes to fee him con- 
ftantly. The lovely Madame Porfcb, the roguifli 
' Madame 
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Madame Mende, and Madame Eunike, the iia- 
tural^Gurli, are at the head of the feqiale per- 
formers upon this ftage. Seldom will fo much 
beauty be found in one company. 

The opera here is alfo upon a very good efta- 
blifliment. I need only mention Madame Wal- 
ter, and Madame Schick, to confirm what I ad- 
vance. 

Any further obfervations upon Mentz I wave. 


POST- 
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A LL that I have written above are the pure 
eifufions of my inmoft foul, infcribed with- 
out ftudy or art. Many inaccuracies may per- 
haps be found in them, but they muft remain, I 
cannot polifli or alter a fyllable j for \\cre that to 
be done, the chara£ler of the work would be 
entirely deftroyed. 

1 wiflied to give a faithful reprefentation vt 
my feelings, to fliow how, amid a thoufand diffi- 
pations in which I engaged, they uniformly re- 
mained the fame. He who has read this little 
book, knows me as well as I know myfelf. At 
the beginning I was doubtful whether it would 
entertain the reader, now it is fpiflied I hope 
that it may. Wijy (hould it not be read with as 
much pleafure as a romance ? Truth has gene- 
rally alTerted its fuperiority over fiftion, and here 
is truth, if truth ever was written. 


I have 
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I have within a few days been ftrongly con-- 
firmed in this "hope. In the fupplement to a 
Hamburgh newfpapcr, which fell actidentally 
Into my hands, I found an article addrelTed to me 

1 flarted, and read : 

* 

" A number of friends of both foxes in Silefia, 
“ wholly unknown to me, only attrafted towardb 
me by the ftrong bands of feeling and fym- 
, “ palhy, defire to offer me this public teftimony 
“ of their forrow for my lofs, and participation in 
" my affli£iipn, as well as their wiflics to confole 
“ me.” 

4 

I canno^exprefs how much this little piece of 
attention, furprifed, affefted, and delighted me. 
What a fweet reward is it to poetry, thus to find 
companion and friendfliip under a foreign cli- 
mate, at a time when both are fo much wanted ! 

1 here return my fincere thanks to thefe excel- 
lent people, and heartily wilh them long to re- 
tain all the tender ties they now enjoy. Hearts 
like theirs cannot fail to have many friends and 
dear conneftions, and while thefe are retained, 
they may truly be pronounced happy. 

I am thus affured that there is a circle from 
which my w'ork will not be fpurned. And if my 

fate 
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fate meets with fympathy in Silefia, where I am 
unknown, why may I not hope to find equal pity 
in other countries, which I never did, and*, per- 
haps never (hall, vifit. 

Then, in God’s name, thou little book, go 
forth and feck thy fortune ! — Fly the roofs of the 
happy, feek fliclter only with the unhappy, there 
wilt thou be received with kindnefs and refpeft. 
That I wrote thee was, the irrefiftible impulfe of 
my heart — that I printed thee may perhaps be a 
fubjeft of cenfure for the critics ; and I have only 
to urge in excufe, the natural and human will), 
to intereft men of worth and feeling in my fa- 
vour. 

On the title ftood at firft, fVritten for friends-^ 
but fince I read that confoling article in the pa- 
per, I have enlarged it thus, IVritten for friends ^ 
loth known and unknown. 


And now, to whom (halt I dedicate my work ? 
To whom but to her whofe mttny exalted virtues 
ferved as a pattern for my Frederica’s imitation 
— a pattern which flie might nearly be faid to 
cquaL-rTo whom but to thee. 


MOST 
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MOST EKCEU.ENT, MOST AMIABLE, 

MADAME ROSE, ' 

To thee who wert a mother to us, at a time 
when we were far removed from our natural mo- 
ther I — Oh, how folacing to the heart is it to 
acknowledge kindncfs that has been deeply felt ' 

Alas ! thj daughter refts in her long laft fleep ' 
— Oh, do not call from thec thy forfaken fon ! — 
* Thy daughter now repeats thy name with grati- 
tude before the throne of God ! — She kneels to 
the fountain of eternal light, holding her Mauric e 
by the hatid ! — her good, her worthy Maurice ! 
— Both beg a blefling upon thee, and my pr.i oi 
afeends to mix with the intercellions and re- 
joicings of the bleffed. 

t * 

AUGUSTUS VON KOTZEBUh. 


END OF THE FLIGHT TO PARIS 
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I I' ;i bem'volcnt cntinifiall bia.’,(jn forth to the 
v\oihl an iinmalurc project, which, however 
W't ll-(leri;^nci.I, liab }t.l a thouland dirriciiltieb tt/ 
< ntoiinter before it can be eaiiied info clTctt, he 
deferwb cenfure for his precipitation. 'I his re- 
j)roach will not, I hope, attach to the prefent 
publication, lince tin inftitution of which it treats, 
has now' been edabliflicd for fourveais, durins: 
which time I haw m)fe]f condantly witnciTed its 
progrefs and increafe in flability^- have w'it- 
nclfcd what illiberal cabals have been raifed 
againtl it, w'hat ahfurd things have been faid in 
its difparageinent, what i)er\erted judgments 
.have bei'ii formed of it, what cxlious aniinadvcr- 
Z 2 fions 
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(Ions have been niade upon it, and how it has 
finally withftood and triumphed over them all. 

€ 

The inftitution of the Dilettanti theatre atReval 
does honour to humanity, and on that account, 
a fkctch of its origin and progrefs, I truft, can 
fcarcely fail of intcrefting the reader. 'I'liat I 
have fome pride in confidering myfclf as it.> dnei 
promoter, no one, I think, can attribute to Im 
proper motives, or to idle foolilh v^anity. I freely 
confefs, that 1 am not confeious of having per 
formed any' action in my life more commenda 
ble than this, and if mv writing be not fufii 
cicntly meritorious to preferve this little worl- 
from deftruftion, I (hall Hill have the confolalion 
of rcflecling, that my name will be inferihed on 
that honourable lift who fo ardently fupported 
my projefl. 

The account I here prefent to the public i'^ 
*cxtra£lcd from the journal of the Ibciety. 'J'hat 
I may not be deemed too dilFufe, I have fclccFed 
only the moft interefting j)arts, though the whole 
might perhaps have proved not Icfs worthy ot 
notice, than the hiftory of the Academy de^/i At - 
cadi, or any other of a fimilar kind. The journal 
commences as follows : 


REFAl. 
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ANNO 1781 . 


‘ j'liis town being too fmall to fupport a regu- 
lar number of players, a fociety of friends of the 
drama wore dclirous of inftitiiting a Dilettanti 
Iheatrc, which might at the fame time afford 
an agreeable I'litcrtainment in thefc northerp 
winter-evenings, and contribute, as they hoped, 
to the impro\emenl of the heart and underftand- 
ing. 'rhe feheme had a thoufand prejudices 
to encounter, a thoufand follies to refift. In 
\ain were fome of the females of the town 
invited to participate in fo harmlefs an amufe- 
ment, no one w^ould venture to tread fuch an 
unbeaten path, or become fubjett to public 
eriticifm and animadverfion. In fliort, had it 
not been for llie alliftance of the private thea- 
trical fociety at the Daltic port, the w'holc plan 
would have fallen to the ground. To them we 
aie indebted for the prefent flourifliing ftate 
of our inflitulion. 

“ In order to unite amufement with benevo- 
lence, and b\ our general exertions to aflift ne- 
cellities, whith liiigly w« might have been un- 

“ able 
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“ able to relieve, as well as to provide ourfclvc'? 
“ .111 bivuliierabic fliicld againft prejudice, our 
“ fociety rcfolvcd that the audience, fhould pa\ 
" for admillion to their performances, all which 
“ mone\ Ihuuld be appropriated to the ufe of ihr 
“ poor.” 

Such was the orij^in of an inllilution, which i’ 
the* coiiife of three }ears h.is dillrlbuted nion 
than five ihoufand loublcs among the objecls o 
their bounty. But, oh heavens ! againft ho\’c 
many c rofl'es and prejudices has it not beet' 
compelled to flnigglo, before it was eftablifli- 
ecl upon its prefent firm and durable footing 
At tlic opening of the theatie, not a fijigle fe- 
male was to be found who would take a part 
and we were conftrained to give the only fe- 
male charafler in the piece to a young man ot 
the name of Crudcncr. At prefent, we can 
number many of the nioft amiable women of the 
place among our company. 

The following are the principal regulations ol 
our inftitution. 


On the 23d of Januarv, a mietinff of the 
whole fociety is held, when a director is thofin 
by ballot. Four ailill ants air tht n rp^icd in 
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hke manner; and thefc five perfons, together 
with the fecretary, are confidereci as the :repre- 
fentatives 'of the fociety for the year. This 
commiffion elc6t a ircafurer from among the rc- 
/naining members, who keeps a regular account 
of the receipts and expences of the theatre. 
There are, befides, many other officers elefled 
from among the members, as, one to prcfide over 
Mie wardrobe, another over the decorations, &c. 
The commiffion regulate the pieces to be a£ted, 
ai d caft the charadlers, in which all the members 
‘ hcerfully arquiefee. • 

'i'hc day after any reprefentation, the commif- 
(loners airemble, when the Ireafurer lays before 
thi'in an account of the receipts and expences, 
the balance of w’hich is diftributed among the 
poor. Ycr the commiffion arc fo far limited in 
the allotment of the money, that they cannot 
give more than twenty roubles to an individual 
objv'ft. If any one is to be relieved whofe necef; 
fities are fo great as to call for a larger fum, as 
has not unlVcqucntly been the cafe, a meeting 
of the whole fociety is called, the fecretary lays 
the cafe before them, and the opinions of the 
fociety, whether or not the defired relief (hall be 
granted, are taken by ballot. 


The 
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The names of thofe relieved arc never pul)- 
licly , brought lorward, lince they are commonly 
of a defeription who fliun having their diftrcfTc'! 
made known to the world. They arc not 
c\cn known to the whole focicty, only to the 
commiflion, who are folemnly Iround to fecref\ . 
Any member, however, is at liberty to recom- 
mend a particular obje£t to the fociety, whicl; 
is done by fending a fealed letter of a})plicatioji 
to the commillion, who are bound to gi\i 
the preference to fuch as come thus recom 
'mended. Xor is the commillion retpiired par- 
ticularly to invclligate fuch claims, lince it i'^ 
rrufted to the confcicncc of every member never 
to make Inch an application, unlefs linnlv con- 
vinced of tiie worth, .ind preiling neeelhlies, o< 
this objc6l of lii.' patronage. 

Tor the firll )<‘ar of this inltilulioii, the fociety 
judged ii right to pul the monen to be dillri 
.bated into the hands of tin; Imperial College 
of Univerfal Superintendanec , impowering them 
to difpofe of it aocording to their indgment in 
the name ol the fociet). By this precaution, 
our njembers hoped to remove every pollible 
calumny or inlinuation, that the money was not 
employed in the manner profelfed by the focicty. 
One thoufand three hundred and eigliteen nm- 
bles were in this way con/igned to tlie care of 
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llie Imperial College, for which we rccti^<•d the 
following public acknowledgment. 


“ The Imperial College of I'nivcrfal Supei 
“ inicndance have received with great ploafiirc, 
“ from the fociety of the Dilettanti 'rheatrt% 
“ their contribution towards the relief of the 
" pi)or. They will haflen to fulfil the purpofc '? 
“ for which it is tranfinitted, and cannot forbtai* 
taking this opportunity of encouraging the (o- 
ciety in their trulv honourable and commcnVi- 
.ilde undertaking, convinced that it will infun* 
•' them the approbation of Provideme, and 
di fi e unprejudiced part of mankind. 

.Signed) 

PRr.sinr.NT von (iROTi'Niii’-r \i*. 

Tini'.BOJlL, •SiTfvmry tu iL' C'e/V,.’. 

J?» V \T , I»H’ ’L I'i'-i. 


In the fecoiul \car, the moti\c above-men- 
tioned not appearing to lublill in c<]ual force, 
we thought it unnocelTary any longer to make 
ilie impoilal College the medium through which 

^ fh.it time ( Jovcnior ot KhnJaricI — Author. 


our 
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our charity lliould be diftributcd, and from tliaf 
time w,e commenced its diftribution in the man 
ner above related. 

On the 6th of January, 1786, the governor 
of our town received a letter from his Highncf 
the Governor General of the province, the Che 
valicr von Browne, Count of the Empire, tli. 
contents of which interclled our focicty fo deeply . 
‘that a copy was ordered to be entered in on/ 
annals, whence it is now extrafted. 


To the tmjl lUuJlrkii 
Tjik Governor of Reval. 

“ Ihave been informed, that fomc little time ago •> 
“ poinpao)' of Kreinli comedians quilted Mofeow, 
“ with intention to f'ltic at Reval, and that il i; 
“ not improbable that money for building a tltea 
“'tre may be already borrowed, and permitlion 
“ obtained for its erc^lion. But fince, from the 
“ month of December, ITSI-, a number of bene- 
“ volcnt and excellent people, to the honour of 
“ the town of Reval, and territory of Ehftland. 
“ and to the infinite afliftance of the poor inha- 
bitantsof that diftritl, have formed themfelves 
“ into a fociety for afiling plays, the profits 
arifing from which are devoted entirely to cha- 
2 " ritable 
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*• ritable purpofes ; and fincc by this means more 
“ than two thoufand roubles have been ajready 
“ diilributod to the relief of diftrefs, partly 
under the direftion of the College of Uiiher- 
‘ fal Supcrintcndancc, and partly under that of 
■ the fociety thcmfelves, fo that no doubt can 
remain of the efficacy and good tendency of 
•' the plan, it confecpicnlly becomes a matter 
" of duty in all perfons of worth and benevo- 
“ lence to fupport it. therefore, delirous of 

giving it our full countenance, and of teflii\ing 
‘ our high efleem for the fociety, and thinking 

• it \eiy puibable that if the French comedians 
•• ate permitted to fettle in the town, they may, 

• on account of the novelty, draw awat the 
“ attention of the public lo as to leflen the 

profits of the Dilettanti 'I'heatre, do requefi 
\ oil, moll worth} Coiernor, fliould fueh appear 
’ Ilk, ly lo be the cafe, to flop all further pro- 
" erodings among the faid comedians 

'• 1 .un ^Ollr I'ixccilenc} ’s 

“ Mod obedient humble fen ant, 

“ George Browne.” 


Who 



348< 


ACCOUNT OF A THEATRICAL 


Who would not have cxpcfted, after fuch 1k- 
noiiraV)lc tcftimonics from the moft illuftriou' 
perfons in our province, that all malicious ccn 
furc would have been put to filence, and llu 
Ijencral voice of the public been turned to our 
favour? — Yet, with reluftance and concern do ' 
confefs, a thing fo much to the difcrcdit of ni) 
fccond native country, there were ftill many j)er 
Tons, particularly among the higheft clafs, who 
ridiculed our undertaking, and caft rcfteHioie 
upon it, not redounding to their own honour 

“ What could be urged againfl a plan tli,i< 
“ fpoaks fo forcibly in its own behalf?” Mothinl- 
1 hear alked. • 

'Ihe follo'Aing memorial, which the focietv 

found themfelves neceflitated to circulate in the 

« 

month of September, 1785, will anfwer the fpi< 1' 
tion. 


'I'he Sijiidy hj tiu Dilcttanli Theahe at Rcia/, > - 
the Public, 

“ The plcafures of fummer arc palf, the uea- 
“ ther grows cold, the evenings long, winter 
“ comes on. Shall we be content with no other 
“ amufement than whift? or, defpifing the pre- 
“ judices that in the laft year ftrove to crufli our 

“ pacific 
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“ pacific and unoffending fociety, fliall we with 
“ renewed zeal, with additional ardour t® aflift 
“ the poor* and unfortunate, again open our 
“ theatre, and calmly waiting the event, fee 
“ what will in future be faid and thought of 
“ our undertaking, what praifos or cenfures it 
may receive ? 

'• We candidly confefs, that our zeal has been 
‘‘ fomewhat cooled, our flame nearly extinguifli- 
‘ cd, liiicc the perverted judgments that have 
•‘been pafl'ed upon our views, have not piovctl 
- oil to eherilh and keep it alive. Our pur- 
“ pofo has often* been mifinterpreted, our play- 
“ ing malicioufly cenfured, and a part of the 
‘‘ public, inftead of thanking us, have mocked 
“ our zeal, and treated our benevolent views 
“with ridicule. JVfany among us do indeed 
regard thefc cenfures with indilTercncc, and 
'■* are fatisfied with reflecting upon the rectitude 
of their own intentions, but this is not the cafe 
“ with all. We wifli to convince the public, 
“ that what we do is right and proper. Thanks 
“ to heaven ! of this many ])erfons arc already 
“ convinced, and confcquenlly confider our per- 
‘‘ formanccs with refpcct, and have juflified our 
views even with afFc6fing emotion. To them 
“ we here return our public and ardent thanks. 


“ But 
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“ Bu't to thofe who are yet unconvinced, w'c 
wound fain in like manner juftify ourfelves, 
“ fince it is our fincere wifli to have all the world 
“ our friends. 

“ The principal reproaches of our antagonilts 
“ arc, that we fliould tread the ftage for money, 
“ and fubje£l ourfehes to the criticifins of the 
“ very lowefl: among the jicople. 

“ lhat we tliould a£t for money? — And why 
is that fo ofFcntive? — Why is that regarded 
“ as obje£tu'nal)le. Let me, inflead of confuting 
“ the objc6tion, be permitted to relate a littK 
“ anecdote. 

“ A fudden inundation once overwhelmed a 
“ diflri£l in Italy. It came on with fuch rapi- 
“ dity, that few perfons were able to favc 
" themfelvcb. In the luidll ot the flood w'li'. 
“•a lone houfe, from which a father w’ith five 
“ children ftrctched out their hands, imploiing 
“ help. The lord of the piace, who flood on 
“ the Ihorc, wept, and drew forth a purfe con- 
“ taining a hundred ducats, with which he pro- 
“ mifed to rew’ard any one who would fave thefe 
“ unfortunate people. Thrice was it oflTored in 
“ vain. At length a poor fiihcrman, braving 
“ the billows, brought them all off fafe. The lord 

" of 
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“ of the place embraced him, and gavo^iim the 
“ purfe — ^he took it indeed, but prefentc^ it to 
“ the poor* man whom he had faved, and who 
*' had loft every thing except his life. 

** What heart could be fo hardened, or what 
“ head fo perverted, as to aflert that the fiflicr- 
“ man hazarded his life in the waters for the 
“fake of the hundred ducats.? Shall w’e then 
“ be reproached with playing for money ? The* 
waves fpared the life of that noble-minded 
“ man, and will you not fpare our honour? 
“ Burger, the darling poet of the Germans, 
“ has immortalized this true hero in fong *, and 

“ \\ ill 

The Tranflalor ib induced a fecond time, upon the men- 
tion of a ballad of Burger’s connefted with her fubjeft, to trtf- 
paf^ fo far upon her readers as to attempt a verfion of it. 
I or this, no apology would be iiecefTary, could flie flatter 
/lerfclf with equalling the original. But though not enter- 
tainino; a hope of approaching to Burger’s fublimity, fince 
there arc fonie variations in the (lory as related by Wm, 
-nul fince it appears ftill more interefting in his hands, flie 
,.5 unwilling to pafa it over entirely in filcnce. 

THE EULOGY OF A TRUE HERO. 

Refound! refound! the brave man’s name, 

" In tones as bell or organ ftrong ! 
lie, who acquires by courage fame. 

Not gold muft pay, but heav’nly fong. 

Then grant me, heav’n, fuch ftrains fublime to raife, 

A') woithily may fing the brave maifb j>raife. 


From 
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will v«u pay us with revilings? Is it poflible 
to mifiuterpret our views ? Is it poflible that 

, ** more 


^rom the South-Sea the thaw-wind blew 
O’er fair Itdlia’i) icy wafte ; 

T’he clouds difpers’d before it flew, 

As iliecp from wolves in terror haftc. 

Jt fcour’d tlic fields, it loos'd the frozen groiiiid"', 
And lakes and rivers burfl their ftated bounds. 

The fnow dinblv'd in ponderous flakes, 

With roaring noife nifli'd down the hills, 

The meads were changM to mighty lakes, 

To mighty torrents fweU'd the rills. 

Th.e liling billows roll’d with mighty force. 

And c'tiiied rocks of ice along tlicir coiirfc. 

On pillars and on arches ftrong 

A bridge vva3 rais’d acrofs the flood, 

Beneath, the current flow’d along, 

Above, a lonely cottage flood ; 

And here the Tollman liv'd, with wife, and child — 
*“ Ah, Tollman! 1 oilman! fly the temj^efl w ild !” 

J,oud howl’d the florm, tlic billows roll’d 
, Towards the bridge with rufhing round. 

Ah, haplefs man ! thy fate behold !” 
lie gaz’d, licfawthe tumult round. 

Oh let us, gracious lieav’n, thy pity fliare ; 

“ We’re lofl ! we’re loft! fpare us, in mercy fpare 

Vaft rocks of ice flill onward borne, 

Againfl the tott’ring pillars broke; 

I'he pillars from their bafes torn. 

The arches to their centres fliook. 

The trembling Tollman, with his wife and child, 
Cried out for help amid the temped wild. 
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“ more words can be nec^flary to, convinOa. you 
" of your injuftice ? ^ 


« But 

And onward Aill the ice-rocks roU’dy 
Still drove againft the bridge pell-mell. 

Each arch was loofen’d from its hold^ 

And pillar after pillar fell. 

O’er the riv’d arches fierce the billows tofs’d, 

.In mercy fave US| hetivea 1 wcVe loft ! we’re loft 


41oft upon the neareft lands 
Stood fwarins of gazers, fmall and great ; 

They wept, they fiiriek’d, they wrung their hands, 
But who can ftop the arm of fate? 

V"et ftill the Tollman, with his wife and child, 
Invok’d their help amid thetempeft wild. 

t 

When iliall I of the brave man fing," 

As bell, or organ’s lofty found ? 

Oh quickly, quickly, fuccour bring ! 

Oh quickly be this brave man found ! 

And ftill towards the midft the ruindreiV*-^ 

Ilafte! hafte*! brave man! alas, not yet ia view! 

See galloping o’er yonder land, 

On a brave fteed, a noble count. 

He comes ! — What, holds he in his hand? 

A purfc of gold to large amount. 

Fiftoles two hundred fliall the hero have, 

Who’ll rifk his own, the ToUman’s life to fave. 


Who’s he that thus wilt nobly date ? 

Is k the Count fpeak,' my long! 

The Count was bratee hy faeat?’n l'fWes|r ! 

Yet was a braver cbetbrofi^'^ 

Come forth, come forth, brave man, thy valour lliew, 
Ere fell deftruftton^enii Us taleof woe ! 


A a 


Still 
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we filbje£l ourfelves to. the criticifms of 
" evJin the loweft among the people. 

« 

' ’ « IIou 

Still higher, higher, rofe the flood, 

Still louder, louder, roar’d the florm, 

Still flower, flower, crept their blood. 

Ah, brave man ! brave man ! fliew thy foiin ' 

See pillar after pillar break and fall. 

Arch after arch, ’twill foon be ruin all. 

And flill the Count held up the prize. 

Halloo I halloo ' your courage roufe ! 

They gaz’d, they look’d uith eager eyes, 

Yet ventur’d nought but pray’rs and vou s. 

While flill the Tollman, with his wife and child, 

Cried out for help amid the temped wild. 

But fee he comes!— In humble gulfe 
Advancing tow’rd the fatal (hore. 

His garb was coarfe, yet in his eyes 
The damp of true fublime he bore. 

The proffer’d boon he heard, the flood furvc>’d 
Yet view’d the near dedrt]£tion undifmay’d. 

Into a boat, with noble pride 
He fprang, t’ arred the arm of fate ; 

The winds and waves, and dorm defied, 

Arid reach’d the houfe ere yet too late. 

Yet woe ! oh, woe ! the fragile bai k’s too fmall. 

To ref(ue the devoted viAlms all. 

Then three times he the danger dar’d, 

Three time^ the winds, and billows brav’d. 

No peril fliunAM, no effort fptti^d, 

Till Tollman, wife, and chUd, were fav’d. 

And as the lad in fafety reach’d the fliore; 

Dcfwn the lad pillar fell, to rife no m6re. 


And 
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'* How feeble jnuft be that head which^ould 
“ be fo difconcerted by the criticifms of either 
the loweft ,or the higheft, as on that account 
“ to. forego what is right ! — How weak muft be 
“ that tongue which could be filenced by the 
" cenfures of another equally weak. It is be- 

And who, then, is this brave man^ fay ? 

Speak out, fpeak out, his name my fong I 
He riik'd his life, but, well-a-day, 

Our praifes to the gold belong ; 

For had the noble Count his money fav’d, 

The peafant ne’er the Hormy winds had biav’d. 

“ Here,” ciied the Count, ** thou hero true, 

“ Whofe val’rous heart no fears control, 

“ deceive the prize to virtue due.”— — 

Say, (liewM he ^lot a noble foul? 

^"es, noble was the Count’s, but nobler yet 
I he heart within the peafant’s c^t that beat. 

M\ life can ne’er be bought or fold, 

I flill enjoy content, though poor, 

Give this poor Tollman here your gold, 

** HA all is loft, he needs it more.” 

Thus pour’d he out th’ effufions of his foul. 

Then ’mongft the crowd in modeft filence ftole. 

Refound! refound! the brave man’s pi aife ' 

In tones as bell or organ fine ! 

He who acquires by courage fame, 

Not gold mud pay, but fong divipe. 

Then heav’n be thanked, that 1 the lyre can raife, 

T’ immortalize by fong the brave man's praife. 


A a2 


** fides 
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" fide^..^an indifputable faft, that the populace, 
“ as Uhey are called, often feel much more 
“ acutely, as well as more corrcftly, than perfons 
" of rank — that a tear has frequently been flied 
“ in the loweft places, when the audience in 
“ the higher have been clapping or eating ap- 
" pics. 

“ Behold the balance in our hands. Wf- 
challenge you to put into one fcale the laugh- 
“ ter and the criticifms of all the flioemakers and 
•‘^taylors in the world, and w'C will place in 
“ the other the pious prayers of many a poor 
widow, and the grateful tears of many an 
“ abandoned orphan. Which fcale will probably 
“ weigh down ^ 

” And is our purpofe, then, wholly unex- 
ampled? — Have no mortals before us ever 
“ thought of attempting’ in like manner to re- 
, “ lieve their poor brethren ? 

“ Some years ago, a theatre on a fimilar 
“ eftablifliment exifted at Zerbft, Inftituted 
by Sintenis, the Prefident of the Confiftorial 
** Council, a clergyman, and equally celebrated 
** for his writings and his benevolence in allift- 
“ ing the unfortunate. This fociety confifted 

‘fprin- 
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" principally of the people of rarik in the town, 

“ who, like^ourfelves, played for money, which 
was employed in furnilliing the poor with 
" bread -and fuel during the winter. We are 
“ not the firft, therefore, who have exercifed our 
“ benevolence, and amufed our evenings in this 
“ way; though, if we were, I Ihould confider it 
“ as an idea of which we had reafon to be 
“ proud. 

“ And now let us be permitted to afic a qucf» 
" tion. It may, perhaps, found like oftentation, 
but it is compelled by the infmuations of our 
“ antagonifts. 

" What other injiitution for the relief of the Jioor 
“ in this country, has been enabled to do as much 
" as we have done ? • 

“ We performed only nine times in the pre- 
“ ceding winter, yet in the courfc of it moie 
" than thirteen hundred roubles were diltributed 
” from our company among our indigent bre- 
** thren. How many blefliugs were hence in- 
** yoked upon our bounty, and fliall not thefe 
** blellings outweigh in our mind.s the taunts of 
** thofe weak heads that* condemn every thing 
not devifed by thcrafclvcs, and would gladly 
2 “ batter 
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" b^ltte'r down whatever they have not taken 
“ under their own proteftion. Who would 
fpurn every thing not fanflioned by the ex- 
“ ampics of tlieir fathers, and who caft-an odium 
“ upon the bed and mod pious purpofes. 

“ Away then, prejudice ! Thou dialt not di- 
“ durb our minds ! — Courageoufly will we tread 
" anew the path pointed out by our better feel- 
“ ipgs, and endeavour to reach the goal which 
, “ philanthropy has ercfled to dimulate our cxer- 
** tions. Should our playing not gain applaufc 
“ from the critic, the purity of our motives will 
** at lead acquire us applaufe from God. — From 
that God who created us all, whofe all-feeing 
“ eyes watch alike over rich and poor, and whofe 
“ rewarding hand will doubtlefs inferibe our aft 
•“ in the book of life ! — In his name do we again 
” open our theatre! — Haden thither, ■)c noble 
“ fouls ! ye who have hitherto fo generoudy fup- 
‘ “ ported our undertaking. With a friendly eye 
“ overlook our failings, and be your applaufc 
our antidote againd the cenfures of the fenfclcfs 
and undifeerning.” 


This apology, which was inferted in the pub- 
lic papers, had little or no eiFeft. Some people 
faid, it was drawn up with too much afperity ; 

others, 
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others, who fcif the arrow llrike^ cavilled at the 
freedom with which we defcanted on people of 
rank ; and others diverted themfelves extrcme|j^ 
with the idea of opening a theatre in the name or 
G od. 

Yet will the reader be miilaken, if he harbour 
a fufpicion, as he perhaps may, that the clergy 
had any fhare in thefe tollies. The two follow- 
ing letters, one of which refle£is particular cre- 
dit on the clergy of this place, will fiifficicntly 
prove the contrary. 


To the Members of the Clerical Body in the Territoty 
of Ehjiland, from the Society of the Dilettanti 
Theatre at Reval. 

• 

“ Notwithllanding the purity of thofe views 
“ by which our fociety arc animated — notwith- 
" ftanding the gratitude of many fufferers reliev*- 
“ ed by our efforts, and that we arc encouraged 
“ by the approbation of many worthy and re- 
“ fpeftable people, our theatre is by no means 
free from enemies. We w’ill hope, for the 
“ credit of hCin^an nature, that our cenfurers 
“ are not Equated, by malice, but merely mif- 
“ guided by certain prejudices imbibed even in 
their cradles, and which make them conildcr 

“ our 
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“ our undertaking in a very pefYerted point of 
“ view. 

“For llie fake of thofe who are to be bene- 
“ fited by our exertions, we with to procure our 
“ ftage every poflible fupport, and to difperfe the 
“ mill through which the fun looks down upon 
“ us. How can we hope fo effectually to attain 
“ this obje£t as by applying to that venerable 
“ aflembly, the members of which, in virtue of 
“ the facred offices they bear, fhould be, and 
are the proteflors of the widow and the father- 
“ Icfs. 

“ Your countenance, moft venerable Sirs, 
“ would convince every fceptic, would repulfc 
“ every calumny, and remove every prejudice. 
“We therefore venture to invite, and intreat 

f 

“ you, to honour our theatre with your atten- 
“ dance. Share with us the bleffings of the 
poor, animate us by your fupport with fpirit 
“ and courage, and our hearts will overflow 
“ with fincere and ardent acknowledgment.” 

“ FREDERICK BARON ROSE, DWtQor of 

the Company j pro tempore. 

“ AUGUSTUS voN KOTZEBUE, Secretary 
to the Company, pro tempore.” 


EtVAt, IAN. 21 , 1786 .*' 


On 
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On the twenty-fixth of Januaiy’, we recfeived 
the following anfwer. 


“ To the Members of the Dilettanti Theatre at 
“ Reval, from the toileted Body of the Qeryy 
“ in Ehftland. 

“ The confidence, worthy members of the Di- 
“ lettanti Theatre, with which you have ho- 
“ noured us in your addrefs of the twenty-firft 
“ of January, demands our early and fincere ac- 
“ knowledgmcnts. Thefe it is equally oujr duty 
“ and our pleafure always publicly to pay to 
“ every application, not unbecoming our fitu- 
“ ation. 

t 

“ We learn, with great fatisfaftion, that your 
“ ftage has happily overcome various prejudices, 
“ which in many other places would ha^fe 
“ cruflied fuch an inftitution in its very outfet. 
" We are alfo rejoiced that there can be no pof- 
“ Ability of entertaining a doubt, but that you 
" will be particularly cautious to uphold the 
“ credit of the ftage, by removing from your 
“ performances every thing that can in the 
“ fmalleft degree militate againft decorum and 
“ good morals. That you have not been able 

to 
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“ to'brhig it to its prefent ftate of refpeftability 
“ without encountering many difficulties, is rea- 
“ dily to be believed. But, as a recompenfey 
“ you have, befides the approbation of your 
“ own hearts, the warm applaufe not only of the 
“ public, to whom you afford fo agreeable an 
“ entertainment, but of the poor, whofe bcne- 
“■ fa£lors you are by this means enabled to be- 
“ come. 

“ And if there be perfons w'ho dill view your 
“ undertaking with a perverted judgment, this 
“ is but the fate of all earthly things, and ought 
“ not to prevent you quietly purfuing your 
“ path, fince, in the unbounded applaufe of by 
“ far the greateft part of the public, together 
“ with your own plealing refiettions upon the 
“ pure philanthropy of your views, you fliould 
“ find an abundant fourcc of encouragement and 
“ confolation. 

So confident do we feci of what we have 
“ above fiiggcfted, that we freely confefs we 
“ cannot convince ourfclvcs how our pcrfonal 
“ attendance at your theatre could in any way 
“ contribute to the entire annihilation of all pre- 
“ judice, or convince thofc who yet remain ad- 
“ verfe to your inllitution. We do how’cver 

notwithftanding affure you, that every one of 
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US, not withheld by colifcientious fcruples, or 
“ by fon^e fufHcient reafon relating to his oflice, 
will with pleafure accept your invitation, and 
“ vifit your theatre, without fear of incurring|'^ 
“ ccnfure from any one. 

“ This our frank declaration, moft rcfpe£table 
“ members of the Dilettanti Theatre, you will 
“ confider as a proof that wc know how to fct 
" a proper value upon the conhdence you repofe* 
“ in us, and that we fhall be always anxioufly 
“ folicitous, by every teftiinony of our high pef- 
“ fonal efteem for you, and by purfuing the 
“ conduft which duty and juftice demands of us 
towards your ftage, to prove ourfelves more 
“ and more worthy of it. 

“ In the name of the aflemblcd body of the 
‘ clergy, in the territory of Ehflland : 

“ PHILIP CHRISTIAN MOIER, , 

Princijial Pajlor of the Cathedral Church. 

"■ KEVAL, jAN.a4, 1786.” 


Thus ’tis obvious that the cenfurcs call upon 
us, did not arife from the clergy covering fuper- 

annuated 
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annuated prejydices with the cloak of rcligiou, 
which might perhaps -have been the cafe in 
many places in Germany. Neither* did it pro- ' 
' ceed from that clafs of people who come under 
the denomination of citizens, fince they, generally 
fpeaking, honoured our inftitution with the 
warmcft applaufe. But our maligners were 
among thofe, who in European Hates are, or at 
lead ought to be, the moft liberal, — the people of 
rank I mean. ’Twas they who erefted fuch for- 
midable batteries againfl: us. 

I 

I know that this my free and unreferved de- 
nunciation of them, will be pouring oil into the 
flame, but I lliall not therefore reprefs it. It is 
undoubted truth, and let him who can, prove it 
othervvife. Nor is it lefs true, that never have 
fuch malicious afperfions been call upon us — I 
do not mean fo much upon our playing itfelf, as 
upon the means we have taken for the promo- 
hon of benevolence — as in companies of perfons 
of rank. I appeal to the German public for the 
truth of what 1 advance, and again challenge any 
one who can to prove the contrary. This abfurd 
babble has even had fo much efieft upon fomc 
of our members, who were perfons of rank 
themfelves, that they have withdrawn from the 
fociety. 


It 
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It were unjuft, however, to aflert that this con- 
tluft has been univerfal. Oh noJ — Among- that 
clafs alfo* are many men who unite a correct 
tafte and tound judgment, with a fufceptibic 
heart, who know how to value what is good 
in any thing, though they may perhaps not like 
the founder, and who warmly and publicly com- 
mend the benevolent views of our fociety. Few 
however have ventured to rife fo far above the 
prejudices of their weaker brethren, as to become 
members of a fociety, to which they could not 
refufe their warmed approbation. 

But notwithftanding all oppofition, the theatre 
has now continued for four years; and as I 
tliink the names of its members deferve to be 
made known, 1 fubjoin a lift of them. 

The Counfellor of Regency Baron von Rot*, 
Dire£tor. * 

Mademoifelle Maria von Rofe. 

Frederick Baron von Rofe. 

' Mr. Official Hueck. 

Madame Hueck. 

Herr von Glehn. 

Madame von Glehn. 

. Counfellor Nottbeck. 

Monlieur J. J. Nottbeck. 

Madame Nottbeck. 


Secretary 
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Secretary Nottbeck. 

Mademoifelle* Clayhills. 

Madame Hoppener. 

Counfellor Alba^^m. 

Counfellor and Advocate von KofkuH, 

Aflcflbr of the College Blicx. 

Solicitor Kiolbcrgh. 

Prefident von Kotzebue. 

Madame von Kotzebue. 

Regifter of the Regency Gerber. 

Secretary Riefenkampf. 

^ Mademoifelle Harpe. 

Secretary Strahlborn. 

Secretary Arvelius. 

The theatre is commonly opened in October, 
or the beginning of November, and clofed again 
at the beginning of Lent. Since the eighth of 
December 1784 , to this day, the following pieces 
have been played. 

•Every Fool has his Cap. A trifle rn manu - 
feript. 

The Jew and the two Notes. • 

The Man who did not know his own Wife. 
Not more than fix Difhes. • 

The Poft-mark and the Financier of St. Foix. 
The Child of Honour. 

The Match-maker. 


Crime 
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Crime from Ambition. 

I Ians von Zanow. 

I’he Sttokc through the Account. 

Julius of Tarcntum. 

The Wards. 

The Grateful Son. 

Gianetta Montaldi. 

The Enfign. 

The Drunkard. 

'I’lie Foundling. 

The Cheat. 

The Dilettanti •Theatre before the Parliamen|:. 

The Frenchman in London. 

Juflicc and Revenge. 

The Hermit of Formentera. 

The Taxation of Fire. 

The Sufpicious Lover. 

Adelaide of Wulfingen. 

It may perhaps excite furprife, that this lift is 
not longer. But fince the company confifted 
almoft entirely of perfons who had each forhe 
appropriate bufmefs, we frequently could not 
perform above once in three weeks. We have 
notwithftanding been able, as I faid before, to 
diftribute five thoufand roubles among the poor. 
This is owing to our theatre holding between 
four and five hundred perfons, and always being 

full. 
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full. On the tickets of admi^ion (lands the 
company’s motto: 

Confacre a la bienfaifance 
Honi foil qui mal y penfe.‘ 

How joften jell as well as argument have been 
employed to convert the enemies of our llage, 
may be feen by a little afterpiece enumerated in 
the above lift, played on the eighth of December 
1786, the anniverfary of our inftitution, called, 
The Dilettanti Theatre before the Parliaments 



AN 


IXECDOTE OF KOTZEBUE' s YOUTIL 


jn'.l,ATF.ll BV HIMSELF, 


I AM fo firmly convinced, that trifles, which at 
(he firll glance may appear extremely infigni,; 
ficant, have often a powerful influence in forming 
(ho charatler, (hat I cannot forbear relating an 
anecdote whicli happened in my childhood, and 
which, by checking a growing propenfity in my 
heart to avarice, was the occalion of my being 
transtormed from a femi-mifer to a femi-f])cnd- 
thrift. • 

1 111' circ.umllauce occurred when I might be 
about nine or ten years old, at which time 1 lived 
with my mother in the Yellow' Caftle, as it is 
called, at Weimar. She conftantly gave me a 
few' grofihen every week, to fpend according to 
my own fancy j but inftead of fpending, I ufed 
to hoard them up carefully in a green filk purfe, 
which foon became my idol. It was laid under 
mv pillow at night, and was my plaything by 
B b dav. 

y ' 
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day, often ferving me as a ball to throw up into 
the air, x)r agaipft the wall, and catch again with 
my hands. . 

f 

I My little treafure already ainountcd to fome 
dollars, when one day I happened to be going 
up flairs, playing, according to cuftom, with my 
beloved purfe as a ball. It was a quadrangular 
ftaircafe, forming a well from the top of the 
houfe down to the very cellars. When I was at 
the top, my purfe fell, as I thought, to the bot- 
tom. But in this 1 was perhaps miflaken, fince, 
though I ran down immediately, and fearched all 
about for it moft carefully, it was no where to 
be found. ’Tis probable therefore that it might 
lodge upon the fteps of the flaircafe, and wa.'' 
caught up by fomebody then pafling. Be that a:> 
it may, it was gone irrevocably, and with it 
went my propenJity to faving. I'Vom that hour 
the grofehea were always fpent almofl as foon :i'. 
received. Thank God ! I have never Cnee bet’‘ 
tormented with avarice ! 

Who can fay what might be the confequenct ; 
of this apparently inflgnificant adventure? what 
might have been my fate had I never loft my 
purfe? and what influence this imcxpetled turn 
in my character may not have had upon the fate 

many other of my fellow-creatures ? And, to 


c" vr 
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carry* our fpeculations ftill farther, who knows 
what inight be* the fituation of jthe pcrfon who 
found the, purfe, or by whom it may perhaps yet 
be found ? * ’Tis very poffible that it might, or 
may, fall into the hands of one, to whom , the 
pofleflion of a few dollars was, or may be, at the* 
moment an obje£l: of the greateft importance. 
In fliort, what prophet, or feer, can develope the 
many adventures to which the falling of my 
purfe has led, or may lead 


Augustus, Christel, and Amor. 

Dialogue, ivritten on the Birth-day of my belvveJ 
hVife. 


Amor. ( weeping.) 

No, this is too hard ! — You have both played 
me a bafe trick. 


Augustus. 

What hali thou done to the poor child, dear 
Chriftel ? 


13 b *2 
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Christel. 

Nothing! — I'do as the boy directs me. 

■ 

Augustus. 

And I alfo. Then why doll thou weep, child? 


A.mor. 

Have I not reafon } — Was this our agreement, 
that you flioukl keep me fad chained here a cen- 
tury after your union ? If I am fo obliging as 
to attend at the wedding, that is all whieli can 
rcafonably be c.'ipe61ed of me. But lince \ours. 
I have never been able to efcape. I h>'>v Kmg ant 
I to be detained here ? 

A t) G u s T r s and Christel io^ ether. 

As long as we biilh live. 


Amor. 

Very confoling indeed! — No, this 1 ir.vct 
c/)uld have wagered. What? after yon have 
been fo long married, keep me locked uj) in 
your hearts? — Had Fricndlhip or Kfteem been 
confined there, that had been foinelhing— bul 
me 

Augustus. 

Thee, only, Weathercock, do 1 need to kec]) 
confined. Friendfliip and Eftcem are in no dan- 
ger 
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ger of running away. I have a* fccurity in my 
hands for'thcir continuing with me. 

Amor. 

What fccurity ? 

Augustus. 

The mind and heart of my Chriftel. 

Amor. 

I will leave her cliarms as my pledge. 
Augustus. 

Silly boy ! — thou would’ft fly', yet leave thy 
inofl powerful weapons behind. 

Amor. 

fj’ft to the hulband ! — Is it not enough lu 
drive one to defpair? 

Christel. 

Thou fliould’ft rejoice in having promoted our 
happinefs. 

Augustus. 

And view our aflcClion with emotion. 
Christel. 

(Throwing her arms round her hujband's neck). 
Dcareft Augufliis ! how inexpreflibly do I love 
thee ! 


A ircUSTUS. 
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Augustus. 

t 

(Preffing her to his bofom). Charmifig Chriftel ’ > 
My all in life ! 

Amor. 

Fine indeed ! — I fee plainly that I am not likely 
to cfcape, unlefs death come quickly to my affift' 
ance. 

Augustus. 

Oh! we will take thee with us into the grave ! 
Amor. 

Better and better I 

Augustus. 

Shut him up, dear Chriftel. The wanton boy 
lhall not efcape from us. But annually, on thy 
birth-day, we will releafe him for a fliort time, to 

delight us with his complaints. 

«■ 

AUGUSTUS VON KOTZEBUE. 


GENERAL 
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KOTZEBUE'S WORKS. 


DRAMATIC WORKS*. 

The Hermit of Formcntera. A mufical piece, 
•ki two a£ls. 

Adelaide of Wulfingcn. A tragedy, in five 

aas 

'I'hc Dilettanti Theatre before the Parliament. 
A mufical after-piece, in one aa. 

Mifanthropy and Repentance. A drama, in 
five a£ts , 

The Indians in England- A drama, in three 

aas *. 

The Beautiful Stranger. A dramatic piece, in 
one aft. 

The Noble Lie. A dramatic piece, in one 
aft *. 

* Of all thofe marked with an afterilk, complete Englifli 
trunilations have been piiblilhcd. 
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The Virgin. of the Sun. A' drama, in five 
acts * 

The Natural Son. A drama, in five a6ts *. 

Brother Maurice the llumourifi, or the Colony 
for the Pelevv Iflands. A drama, in three acts. 

'i he Female Jacobin Club. An after-piece, in 
one aft. 

The Parrot. A drama, in tliree atts. 

Sultan V'ampuni, or the Witlics. A mufieai 
piece, in throe acts, 

'Fhe Knight of the Mirror. An opera, in 
three acts. 

Count Benyowiky, or the Confpiracy of Kaiiit- 
fchatka. A drama, in five acts *. 

The Spaniards in Peru, or the Death of Rolla, 
A tragedy, in five acts 

Poverty and Magnanimity. A drama, in thrci. 

?as 

The Man of Forty Years old. An after-piece, 
in one a£l. 

* The W'idow and the Riding Horfe. A dra- 
matic trifle, in one act *. 

The Repining Hulhands. A dramatic piece, 
in one aft. 

1 he Negro Slaves. A drama, in three afts 

The Calumniators. A drama, in five afts *. 

Falfe Shame. A comedy, in four afts *. . 

'I'hc Count of Burgundy. A drama, in four 
acts*. 

'I’in 
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The? Madcap. A comedy, jn three a£is. 

I .a IVyroufe. A drama, in two a£ls *. 

The Reconciliation. A drama, in five afts ^ 

The Relations. A comedy, in five a£ls. 

The Voluntary Sacrifice. A drama, in three 
a£is *. 

The Children of Misfortune. An after-piece, 
in one a£t. 

i he Silver Wedding Day. A drama, in five 
a6fs *. 

'1 he Corficans. A drama, in four aiSls *. 

'fhe old fjody Coachman to Peter the Third. 
A dramalic i)iece, in one a6t. 

Ill-humour. A drama, in four acts*. 

The Village in the Mountains. A mufical 
piece, in two afts. 

'FIk* Hy{)erI)orean Afs. A dramatic piece, in 
one act. , 

'J'hc above is, according to the heft informa- 
tion, the tranflator has been able to procurt?, a 
complete lift of all the dramatic works hitherto 
publilhed by Kotzebue in (iermany. He is 
known, belides, to have written three other pieces, 
'Vhe Writing- Dejk\ or , Youth in Danger, Joanna of 
Montfaucon, and the New Century, but it is be- 
lieved that none of ihefe have yet been printed 
in their original language. A tranflaticn of the 
firil, from Kotzebue’s manufeript, has been pub- 

Jiihed 
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liflicd in England. The New Cenlury is 4 fatire 
upon the ridiculous conteft that has been car- 
ried on, no lefs eagerly upon the continent, than 
in England, upon the time when the new century 
commences. 

Of the dramas above enumerated, the principal 
have been tranflated into Englilh ; but to fome, 
different titles are affixed from thofe here given. 
2 he Indians in England is called The Eajl Indian — 
The Voluntary Sacrifice , Self-Immolation — The Silver 
IVedding-Day, the Happy Family — The Calumniators y 
the Force of Calumny — and Ill-Humour y the Peevijh 
Man. But fince, in thefe inilances, the titles in 
the tranflations, though perhaps better, confider- 
ed as Englifli ones, deviate from the originals, 
the tranflator has judged it right, in enumerating 
Kotzebue’s works, to give them by his own 
names. To three of the pieces, however, it is 
difficult to give any Engliffi titic perfectly corre- 
fpohding with the German one. One of thefe. 
The Madcap, has already been noticed*. The 

* Since the fir/l note to paj^e 107, in which this piece \b 
mentioneti, wns printed, a very pleafing mufical after-piece, 
taken from it, called Of u4ge To-moiro’iv^ has been performed 
at Dniry I.anc Theatre- In fome of the abftra^ls of Kotze- 
bue’s Life that have been publifhed, it is called The Chafe. It 
might as well have been called The Broomf ich^ fince that would 
have borne a« much aflinity to Kotzebue’s Title. 


V'oluntary 
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Voluntary Sacrifice vs another^ but that title is at lead 
equally expreflive of the German idea with Self- 
Immolation, and a better Englifli title. The third 
in dance is The Children of Mi fortune. No Eng^ 
Hfli term will exaftly correfpond with die Ger- 
man one ; it might be called The Unhappy People, 
lince it has the fame meaning as the French 
term Les Malheureux, In fome inllances, where 
a piece has been tranflated by different perfonsf 
it has appeared under different titles. Thus, 
The Natural Son has alfo been called The Child 
of Love — and The Spaniards in Peru has been 
entitled Kolia, the Peruvian Hero, and Pizarro, or 
the Death of Rolla, 

The following pieces have been performed 
upon the Englifh ftage, but with confidcrablc 
alterations, and, excepting in one inftance, with 
different titles. They have appeared in the order 
here given. , 

Mifanthropy and Repentance, at Drury Lane 
Theatre, as the Stranger. 

The Natural Son, at Covent Garden Theatre, 
as Lovers’ Vows. 

The Reconciliation, at Covent Garden Theatre, 
as The Birth Day. 

The Count of Burgundy, at Covent Garden 
Theatre, with its original title. 


The 
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'i’ho Widow and the Riding iforfe,*at Co- 
vcnt Garden 'I'licatrc, as The Horfe ‘and the 
\V idow. 

The Spaniards in Peru; or, the Death of Rolla, 
at Drury Lane 'I heatre, as Pizarro. 

The Voluntary Sacriiice, at the llaymarket, as 
Family Diltrefs. 

The Indians in Kngland, at the Theatre at 
Stamford, as the Indian Exiles. 

Poverty and Magnanimity, at the llaymarket, 
as Sighs i or, the Daughter. 

I hc Madeap, at Drury Lane Theatre, as Of 
.Vge To-Morrow. 

Two plays from inanureripts of Kotzebue’s 
have alfo been performed at Covent Garden 
'I'hcaire, 7//e fVife Man tj the Eajt, altered from 
Tne IVriiing Dejl, and ''Joanna of Montfaucon, 
which, it is believed, be;us the fame title in the 
original. 

Some of the fmaller pieces, perhaps, do hot 
come firi^tly under tlie defeription of dra- 
matic works. The Dileltanli Theatre before the 
Parliament, is a merely local thing, which might 
be performed with very good eflc£t on the 
particular fpot where it could be underflood, 
but is not a drama for the world at large. 

The ' 



K(5TZEBt7E"S WORKS. 


381 


The Hyp^borean Afs too, is rather fatirical dia- 
logue than properly a dramatic piece. ‘It is 
'^^ritton td ^ridicule The Athenaiim, a periodical 
\vork now publiiliing in Germany, and which, 
if any judgment may be formed of it, from 
the quotations brought forward by Kotzebue, 
mull be replete v/ith abfurdities. The Beautiju! 
>Sna,!7Lr, again, is a mixture of drama and 
narrative, and it is difficult to determine whclho 
it ouclil to be included in the elafs of dramas or 
of taio.s. Kotzebue indeed, himfclf, calls it a 
dramatiled tale. I'he plot, however, is a goo<.' 
drama lie one. 

'I'he pieces arc, as much as poQiblc, arranged 
in chronological order. In this arrangement, 
the tranllator has in general h:td the authors 
own dates for her guide. With four of the mol!, 
immaterial, of the dates of \\hii h flic could not h-.* 
certain, the has been obliged to follow conjec- 
ture in the places affigned tlu m. '1 hefe are. 
'J7ie Nob/c Lie, The Bcantljn! Sirauyer, The // /- 
doit} and the Riding Horje, and Ihc Repining Hi j- 
bauds. 


Helides this long lifl, of dramatic works, Kotze- 
bue has publifhed : 

I’he 
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The Sufferings of the Family of Ortenberg, a 
romance, in two volumes. 

Mifcellancous Pieces, in four volumes j and, 

The Youngeft Offspring of my Fancy, a mifccl 
lancous collc£lion, in fix volumes. ‘ 

The firft of thefc has been tranflated into Eng- 
. lifli. The preceding Flight to Paris, and the ac- 
count of the Dilettanti Theatre at Reval, arc cx- 
trafled from the mifccllaneous works. Of the 
other pieces in thefe volumes, the romance of 
Jldegerte, Queen cf Nor-jjay, and The Hijlory oj 
tny Father, a very whimfical but amufing trifle, 
have both received Englifh dreffes. In thefc mif- 
cellaneous works are included fomc of the au- 
thor’s early dramatic produftions. 

From the Youngeji Offspring of my Fancy are 
taken Kotzebue’s Life, the Anecdote in page 
3C9, and the little Dialogue on his Wife’s Birtli- 
Day, From thefe volumes have alfo been pub- 
liflied in Englifli the beautiful tale of JVillia7n 
and 'Jeannette, and the extraordinary account of 
Jofeph Pignata’s cfcape from the prifons of the 
Inquifition at Rome, called by the title of The 
Efcape. 
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The few earlier works that Kotzebue mentions 
having puT^yilhed, *havc never, to the Tranflator’s 
vknowlcdge, ‘found their way into England. 
Some tales of his have been inferted by Becker 
in a colleftion of mifccllaneous pieces which he 
publifoes periodically, but whether they arc ori- 
ginals, or taken from among the many works 
<A' our Author, which, according to his own 
account, arc fcattered in various publications, is 
not known to the Tranflator. 

All the works above enumerated have bocti 
written liuce the year 1783 or 178i, unlcfs it 
may be fome of the moft immaterial pieces in 
the four mifcellaneous volumes, the prccife dates 
of \vhich do not appear. The truly valuable 
talent of indefatigable induftry and application, 
cannot be denied to a man who has accompllfoed 
f(j imich, cfpecially when it is confidered that, 
f or a conlldcrable part of that time, Kotzebue was 
a public charafter, engaged in public bufinefs. 
1 Ic entered the Emprefs of Rullia’s fervice in 
1781, and, it is to be prefumed, had not quitted 
it in 1794, fince the preface to one of the vo- 
lumes of The Yoitngejl Offspring of my Fancy, is 
dated from Reval, in January that year. That all 
his works bear the ftrong imprefs of genius can 
as little be denied ; and if we rife in anyway dif- 
fatisficd from the perufal of them, it is not 

bccaui'c 
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becaufc we difcovcr a deficiency, but rather an 
exuberance of genius, which, as is Very com- 
monly the cafe, hurries on the writer with an 
excefs of rapidity that prevents his polifliing fuf- 
ficiently to afford entire fatisfaftion to refined 
tafte ; and where we fee fo much done, while wc 
greatly admire, we lament that there lliould be 
any alloy to perfect admiration. 


KINIS. 


C WHITTINOII AM, 

street, l-dtcr tMudon- 








